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PEEFACE 



TO THE PEESENT EDITION. 



fHB immense number of editions thi-ough which the 
Emblems of Francis Qua/ties have passed since their 
first appearance, nearly two hundred years since, is 
the strongest proof of their merit that can be adduced, par- 
ticularly when the great expense of embellishing each pub- 
lication, inferior as the engravings have in some instances 
been, is taken into consideration. There is not a single cir- 
cumstance in human life to which some part of them does 
not allude : the explanations of the figures are in easy 
agreeable verse ; to each of them is added a striking quota- 
tion from one of the fathers of the Church ; and the whole is 
briefly summed up in general inference. In the present 
edition the Latin mottoes are translated, and notes explana- 
tory of obsolete words and obscure passages are added, so 
that it win be found one of the most agreeable works that 
can be offered to the public ; especially to the rising genera- 
tion. Here they will meet with no distracting controversy 
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— no doubts concerning religion ; but entertainment and 
improvement go hand in hand together. These JSmblema 
are not only calculated to convey the most important lessons 
of instruction into youthful minds, but to convey them in 
the most pleasant and interesting manner — by hieroglyphics, 
or figurative signs and symbols, of divine, sacred, and super- 
natural things ; by which mode of conamunicating knowledge 
the fancy is charmed, the invention is exercised, the mind 
informed, and the heart improved. 

There is a quaintness in the style of our author, for which, 
had he lived in a later age, the flowers of modem poetry 
would have been a poor substitute — a quaintness which, 
although at first occasionally somewhat obscure, improves 
so materially upon acquaintance, that the reader who can 
peruse his Emhlems without discovering beauties of the first 
order must have in his soul very little of pious fervour — very 
Uttle of poetic feeling. That his subject demanded a style 
now termed quaint our author was himseK aware : asking 
what Muse he shall invoke, he says— 

" Let all the Nine be silent ; I refuse 
Their aid in this high task, for they abuse 
The flames of love too much : assist me, David's Muse I " 

Surely there is poetry as well as piety in the following : — 

"Not as the thirsty soil desires soft show'rs 
To quicken and refresh her embryon grain, 
Nor as the drooping crests of fading flow'rs 

Bequest the bounty of a morning rain. 
Do I desire my Qod: these in few hours 
Ee wish what late their wishes did obtain: 
Bat as the swift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To th' much desired streams, even so do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die." 
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Quarles is richly deserving of the laurel he has gained. 
His wit is bright, and bis discrimination of characters keen; 
his descriptions display uncommon skill ; bis style suits his 
turn of thought, however peculiar, and his tm-n of thought 
bis style. His writings convey a sort of wisdom in which 
young and old, learned and unlearned, are equally concerned, 
and without which the greatest philosopher is an arrant fool. 
For however highly we may esteem human arts and sciences 
in their proper place, it will ever be true that " the wisdom 
of this world is foohsbness with God." 

Various and elaborate means are pursued, in order to fnr- 
nish the minds of our youth with fabulous knowledge, and 
to fill them with the Mvolous tales of heatlienish science, 
the very perfection of which deserves but little, if any, praise. 
And it is, no doubt, a sad proof of universal degeneracy, that 
the Metamorplwses of Ovid are preferred, in our schools, to 
the sacred Realities of Moses and the Prophets ; and that a 
young person is taught to be as much affected with the 
recital of the dismal fate of Phaethon's sisters, as by that of 
Isaac, or of a greater than Isaac, when offered up a sacrifice 
to the God of Heaven. 

Let us, however, hope for better times and better things, 
when every human science shall be made subservient to 
divine, when the invaluable knowledge of the Sacred Writings 
shall have its due place and due honour, and when Quarles^ 
Eniblems shall at least be preferred to the comparative non- 
sense of the Pantheon and Ovid's Epistles. 

We shall nowproceed to lay before our readers the opinions 
of several very eminent and pious men on the merits of the 
writings of Qfiwrles generally, bnt more particularly of his 
Emhlems. " Some poets," says the celebrated Fuller, author 
of the " History of the Worthies of England," " if debarred 
prophaneness, wantonness, and satiricalness, that they may 
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neither abuse God, themselves, nor their neighhoiirs, have 
their tongues cut out in effect. Others only trade in wit at 
the second hand, being all for translations, nothing for inven- 
tion. Our Quarles was free from the faults of the first, as if 
he had drank of Jordan instead of Helicon, and slept on 
Mount Olivet for his Parnassus : and was happy in his own 
invention. His visible poetry, I mean his Emblems, is ex- 
cellent, catching therein the eye and fancy at one draught." 
— Pope, in a letter to Bishop Atterbury, calls him a " great 
poet." — Langbaine says, " He was a poet that mixed religion 
and fancy together ; and was very careful, in all his writ- 
ings, not to intrench upon good manners by any scnrrility 
in his works, or any ways offending against his duty to God, 
his neighbour, and himself." 

With the following testimonials, which we present at 
length, we shall conclude, not doubting that, on a perusal of 
the work, every candid and liberal Christian will consider it 
worthy of the encomiums which have been bestowed on it, 
and that the present edition will meet that encouragement 
which will amply repay the heavy expense attending its 
production. 



PEBSENT EDITION. 



EECOMMENDATIONS OF THE "WOEK. 

Snt, — ^As you have regnested my opinion relative to the expediency of repub- 
lishitig * Qnarles* Emblems ' and the ' School of the Heart,' it is incumbent ou 
me to acquaint you, that, as an humble individual, I moat eincerely vote for a 
new and coiTect edition of those excellent boots. The former was of mnoh 
' spiritual use to zne at an early period of life ; and I stUl consider it as a very 
Ingenious and valuable treasury of Ghiistian experience. The latter I have 
lately perused ; and am strongly persuaded that the reprinting it may answer 
advantageous purposes to the Church of Chkist. 

Be particularly careful to give neat and beautiful impressions of the numerous 
and expressive cuts which illustrate each respective article. I would advise yoa 
to keep strictly to the designs of the original plates ; and not to vary from them 
in a single instance : but the execution of them, as they stand in the old editions, 
calls for improvement. In emblematic works much depends on the elegancy of 
the engravings, which, if well finished, speak aji, ocular language, singularly 
emphatic and nniversally intelligible. The eye very frequently informs the 
understanding and affects the heart, when the most laboured efforts of vocal 
ihatorio foil. 

Segnius initant animos demissa per aurem, 
Qufim quEB sunt ooulis subjeota fidelibus, et qaas 
Ipse sibi tradit spectator. 

With an earnest desire and hope that your intended undertaking win be owned 
and blessed of Gov, to the establishment of bis people in knowledge, and to their 
growth in holiness and comfort, I remain, 
Sib, 

Tour' sincere well-wisher, 

AUGUSTUS MONTAGUE TOPLADT. 
New-street, Jan. 3, 1777. 



To THE Sbmous Pakt op the Chbistiah Wokld. 

It is matter of pleasing surprise to find that such books as ' Quarles' Emblems,' 
ttnd the * School of the Heart,' should be so much called for as to incline any 
printer to venture on a new edition. I really imagined that the rage for romances, 
novels, and plays, had entirely extinguished all taste for such productions as 
these now presented to the public. 

Quarles was a man of spiritual wit and imagination, in the reign of King Charles 
I., a time when poetio genius in the religious world had not been cultivated. 
Spenser and ShakespoEire were then the only men that deserved the name of 
poets ; and these were far enough from the knowledge and taste of the people 
ooUed Puritans ; so that I think Quarles may be styled the Jlratf as Herbert vas 
the second, divine poet of the English nation. 
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In the productions of this excellent man there is nothing to please the state of 
modem critics : his uncommon turns of thought ; the quaintness of his poetic 
style ; but above all the depth of evangelic fervour, the ardent piety, and the rich 
experience of the heart, can be relished by none but those ■who, in the highest 
sense of the word, deserve the name of true Christians. To such as these the 
following -work will be acceptable and delightful; and by them, and the serious 
part of their families, it will not be deemed impertinent in me to recommend this 
work to their attention. 

JOHN BYIiAND. 

NoKTHAMTTON, Jan. 8, 1777. 



Sir, — * Francis Quarles' Emblems,' and the ' School of the Heart,* are worts 
which have been so generally known and well received for more than a century 
past, that nothing is necessary by way of recommendation. The cuts have been 
highly entertaining to younger minds ; while the subject matter of the poems, 
and the general strain and manner of them, have been little less so to those of 
riper years. What share of merit is due to the poet we leave to better judges. 
The poems appear to be, in the main, very consistent with the evangehc doctrines, 
and not a httle adapted both to please and profit those who wish to have their 
hearts called off from the present world, and fixed upon a better. 

The editor of this new edition engages for the goodness of the paper and letter, 
and the utmost correctness of the copy, and a set of new copper-plates, engraved 
in the neatest manner; which he flatters himself will give the purchasers an uni- 
versal satisfaction. 

And, as it is a work of uncommon expensiveness, he rehes upon the generosity 
of Christians of all denominations to encourage the undertaking, which is afresh 
to put into the hands of the public what hath been long out of print, and of which 
no fair and correct copies are to be met with. On these accounts we take tho 
liberty to recommend the present publication. 

JOHN CONDEB, 
Master of the Academy at Homerton. 

SAMUEL BREWER, 
Independent Minister at London. 



BOOK THE FIEST. 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 



THE DTVOCATIOJI. 

OUSE thee^' my soal) and drain thee irom the 

dregs ^ ' 

Of Tulgar thoughts ; screw up the heighten'd pegs 

Of thy suhlime theorbo* for notes high'r — 

And Mgher yet — that so the shrill-mouth'd choir 

Of swift-wing'd seraphims may come and join, 

And make the concert more than half divine. 

Invok e no~Mu se ; let Heav]nbe_^ApoUo : 

A£d let Ins sacred influences hallow 

Thy high-bred strains. Let his fall beams inspire 

Thy rayish'd brains with more heroic fire : t ' 

Snatch thee a quill firom the spread eagle's wing, '-' 

And, like the morning lark, mount up and sing : 

Cast oflE these dangling plummets, that so dog 

Thy lab'ring heart, which gropes in this dark fog 

Of dungeon earth : let flesh and blood forbear 

To stop thy flight, till this base world appear 

A thin blue landscape : let thy pinions soar 

So high a pitch, that men may seem no more 

* The theorbo is a musieal instmmeiit rasemblius » loot. 
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Than pismires, crawling on the mole-hill Earth, 
Thy ear untroubled with their frantic mirth : 
Let not the frailty of thy flesh disturb 
Thy new-concluded peace ; let reason curb 
Thy hot-mouthed passion; and let Heav'n's fire season 
The fresh conceits of thy corrected reason : 
Disdain to warm thee at Lust's smoky fires ; 
Scorn, scorn to feed on thy old bloat desires. 
Come, come, my soul ! hoist up thy higher sails ! 
The wind blows fair : shall we still creep like snails. 
That glide their ways with their own native slimes ? 
No, we must fly like eagles ; and our rhymes 
Must mount to HeaVn, and reach th' Olympic ear : 
Our Heav'n-blown fire must seek no other sphere. 

Thou greatt^eanthroposi,* that giv'st and erown'st 
Thy gifts in austr^DBdr^om our dunghill own'st 
Eeflected honour, taken by retail 
What thou hast giv'n in gross, from lapsed, frail. 
And sinful man : that drink'st full draughts, wherein 
Thy children's lep'rous fingers, scurf d with sin. 
Have paddled : cleanse, cleanse my crafty soul 
From secret crimes, and let my thoughts control 
My thoughts I teachmfi^fitonJiy to deny 
Myself, that I may bei'no longer 1 1 
Enrich my fancy, clari^TnyliSoughts ; 
Befine my dross ; wink at human faults ! 
And through this slender conduit of my quill 
Convey thy current, whose clear stream may fill 
The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praise : 
Crown me with glory ; take, who list, the bays. 

* Theanthropos is compounded of the Greek words Seoe, God,< 
and av9pwjroQ, man ; and is a title given to otir Saviour, as being 
both God and man. 
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EMBLEM I. 



Toliis Aliiiulus ,in-iIali;»'iio V iiiilili'^'iiopol'iUis oil. 
T/iiix ,if/ //,r ///.\- l/int Jtiili ■\-ir,\-/,fi//.\- r/i /irirt/i , 
J''l'c'/ji //i/.\' /'fif/ 7}-rr /h;vf i/rt'ii- //fi'fr //{f'fi/ /Jt'rfA . 



EMBLEM I. 

EVEET MAN IS TEMPTED WHEN HE IS DRAWN AWAY BY HIS OWN 

LUST, AND ENTICED. — Jo/meS i. 14. i 

SEEPENT. EVE. |,t<^ 

. EBP. Not eat ? not taste ? not touch ? not 
cas t an ey e ' 

Upon the fruit of this fair tree ? and why ? 
Why eat'st thou not what Heav'n ordain'd for food ? 
Or canst thou think that bad which Heav'n call'd 

good? 
"Why was it made, if not to be enjoy'd? 
Neglect of favours makes a favour void : 
Blessings unus'd pervert iuto a waste 
As well as surfeits : woman, do but taste : 
See how the laden boughs make silent suit 
To be enjoy'd ; look how their bending fruit 
Meet thee haK-way : observe but how they crouch 
To kiss thy hand : coy woman, do but touch : 
Mark what a pure vermilion blush has died 
Their swelling cheeks, and how for shame they hide 
Their palsy heads, to see themselves stand by 
Neglected : woman, do bu t c ast an ej B. 
"What bounteous Heav'n ordain'd for use, refuse not; 
Come, pull and eat : y' abuse the thing ye use not. 
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Eve. Wisest of beasts, our great Creator did 
Eeserve this tree, and this alone forbid : 
The rest are freely ours, which doubtless are 
As pleasing to the taste ; to th' eye as fair : 
But, touching this, his strict commands are such, 
'Tis death to taste, no less than death to touch. 

Serp. Pish! death's a fable; did not Heav'n 
inspire 
Your equal elements with living fire, 
Blown from the spring of life ? Is not that breath 
Immortal ? come, ye are as free from death 
As he that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he has kindled 7 can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the great Creator's voice proclaim 
Whate'er he made, from the blue spangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles, very good ? 
Bless'd he not both the feeder and the food ? 
Tell, teU me then, what danger can accrue 
From such bless'd food, to such half-gods as you ? 
Curb needless fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuse your freedom ; woman, take and eat. 

Eve. 'Tis true, we are immortal ; death is yet 
Unborn, and, till rebellion make it debt, 
Undue : I know the fruit is good, until 
Presumptuous disobedience make it ill. 
The lips that open to this fruit's a portal 
To let in death, and make immortal mortal. 

Serp. You cannot die ; come, woman, taste, and 
fear not. 
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Ere. Shall Eve ti-ansgress ? I dare not, 0, I time 
not! 

^"(Tp. ^Vfraid? why drawsttbou back tlijtim'rous 
arm? 
Harm only falls on such as fear a barm. 
Heav'u knows and fears the virtue of this tree : 
"Twill make ye perfect gods as well as he. 
Stretch forth thy baud, and let thy fondness never 
Fear death : do, pull and eat, and bye for ever. 

Ere. "Tis but an apple; and it is as good 
To do as to desire. Fruit's made for food: 
I'll pull, and taste, and tempt my Adam, too. 
To know the secrets of this dainty. 

6\rjfj. Do. 

6\ Chnig. Slip. MattJi. 
He forced him not : he touched him not : ouly said, 
Cijst thtiftlf doirn : that we may know that whosoever 
obeys the devil oasts himself down : for the devil may 
suggest ; compel he cannot. 

S. Bern, in 5.T. 
It is the de\Tl's part to suggest ; ours, not to consent. 
As often as wo resist him, so often we overcome him : 
as often as we overcome him, so often we bring joy 
to the angels, and glory to God; who oppose!^ us, 
that we may eouteud ; and assisteth us, that we may 
conquer. 

Ei-itj. I. 
Unlucky parUament ! wherein, at hist. 
Both houses are agreed, and firmly past 
An act of death confirm'd by higher pow'rs : 
had it had but such success as ours ! 



EMBLEM II. 

THBN, WHEN LUST HATH CONCEIVED, IT BEINeBTH FORTH 
SIN ; AND SIN, WHEN IT IS FINISHED, BEINGETH FOETH 

DEATH. — Ja/mes i. 15. 
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JJU^AMENT, lament, look, look what thou hast 
^^ done : 

Lament the world's, lament thy own estate : 
Look, look, by doing, how thou art undone ; 

Lament thy fall, lament thy change of state : 
Thy faith is broken, and thy freedom gone ; 
See, see too soon, what thou lament'st too late. 
thou that wert so many men, nay, aU 
Abridg'd in one, how has thy desp'rate fall 
Destroy'd thy unborn seed, destroy'd thyself withal ! 

Uxorious Adam, whom thy Maker made 
Equal to angels that excel in pow'r, 

What hast thou done ? why hast thou obey'd 
Thy own destruction ? like a new-cropt flow'r. 

How does the glory of thy beauty fade ! 
How are thy fortunes blasted in an hour ! 



B O O JC I . 




EMBLEM 2. 



Sic jMaluiaceciclii: utjicuijl nx oixnxe JJalum.. 
77uis Sin conceii'd, Ai^rJiaees/i/l nviMplies . 
J^rprrt One ff't'i deed what rutrnrous' Mh' arise '/ 
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How art thou cow'd that hadst the pow'r to quell 
The spite of new-faU'n angels, baffle hell, 
And vie with those that stood, and vanquish those 
that feU ! 

See how the world (whose chaste and pregnant womb 
Of late conceiv'd, and brought forth nothing ill) 
Is now degenerated, and become 

A base adult'ress, whose false births do fill 
The earth with monsters — monsters that do roam 
And rage about, and make a trade to kiU : 
Now Glutt'ny paunches ; Lust begins to spawn ; 
Wrath takes revenge, and Avarice a pawn ; 
Pale Envy pines. Pride swells, and Sloth begins to 
yawn. 

The air, that whisper'd, now begins to roar. 

And blust'ring Boreas blows the boiling tide ; 
The white-mouth'd water now usurps the shore. 

And scorns the pow'r of her tridental guide ; 
The fire now bums, that did but warm before, 
And rules her ruler with resistless pride : 
Fire, water, earth, and air, that first were made 
To be subdu'd, see how they now invade ; 
They rule whom once they serv'd, command where 
once obey'd. 

Behold, that nakedness, that late bewray'd 

Thy glory, now's become thy shame, thy wonder ; 

Behold, those trees, whose various fruits were made 
For food, now turn'd a shade to shroud thee under ; 

2* 



20 EMBLEMS. BOOK I. 

Behold that voice (which thou hast disohey'd) 
That late was music, now affrights like thunder. 
Poor man ! are not thy joiuts grown sore with 

shaking, 
To view th' effect of thy bold undertaking. 
That ia one hour didst mar what Heav'n six days was 
making ? 



S. August, lib. 1. de Lib. Arbit. 
It is a most just pnnishment that man should lose 
that freedom which man would not use, yet had power 
to keep if he would ; and that he who had knowledge 
to do what was right, and did not, should be deprived 
of the knowledge of what was right ; and that he who 
would not do righteously when he had the power, 
should lose the power to do it when he had the wiU. 

Hugo de Anima. 
They are justly punished that abuse lawful things, 
but they are most justly punished that use unlawfnl 
things : thus Lucifer feU from heaven ; thus Adam 
lost his paradise. 



Epig. 2. 
See how these fruitful kernels, being cast 
Upon the earth, how thick they spring ! how fast ! 
A foll-ear'd crop and thriving, rank and proud ! 
Prepost'rons man first sow'd, and then he plouch'd. 



BOOK X. 




E3VIBLEM: 3. 



TTt poliar . patior , paheris Tionpotieris . 
Jfj- Sii/frinyi' uat/i £' ly'oymeJit shall le ermi/n'd . 
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EMBLEM III. 



EVEN IN LAUGHTER THE HEART IS SORROWFUL; AND THR 
END OF THAT MIRTH IS HEAVINESS. — PrOV. xiv. 13. 



> LAS ! fond child, 

How are thy hopes beguil'd 
To hope for honey from a nest of wasp.g ? 
Thou may'st as well 
Go seek for ease in hell, 
Or sprightly nectar from the mouths of asps. 

The world's a hive. 
From whence thou canst derive 
No good, but what thy soul's vexation brings : 
But case thou meet 
Some petty-petty sweet, 
Each drop is guarded with a thousand stings. 

Why dost thou make 
These murm'ring troops forsake 
The safe prptection of their waxen homes ? 
This hive contains 
No sweet that's worth thy pains ; 
There's nothing here, alas ! but empty combs. 
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For trash and toys. 
And grief-engend'ring joys, 
What torment seems too sharp for flesh and blood? 
What bitter pills, 
Compos'd of real iUs, 
Men swallow down, to pxirchase one false good ! 

The dainties here 
Are least what they appear ; 
Though sweet in hopes, yet in fruition sour : 
The fruit that's yellow 
Is fonnd not always mellow ; 
The fairest txihp's not the sweetest flow'r. 

Fond youth, give o'er. 
And Tex thy soul no more 
In seeking what were better far unfound ; 
Alas ! thy gains 
Aie only present pains 
To gather scorpions for a future wound. 

What's earih ? or in it, 
That, longer than a minute, 
Can lend a free dehght that can endme ? 
O who would droil,* 
Or delve in such a soU, 
Where gains uncertain, and the pain is sure ? 



* I>roil, i.e. dradge. 
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S. Aifjust. 

Sweetness in temporal matters is deceitful ; it is a 
labom: and a perpetual fear ; it, is a dangerous pleasure, 
whose beginning is without providence, and whose end 
is not without repentance. 



Hugo. 

Luxury is an enticing pleasure, a bastard mirth, 
which hath honey in her mouth, gall in her heart, and 
a sting in her tail. 



Epig. 3. 

What, Cupid, are thy shafts already made ? 
And seeking honey to set up thy trade. 
True emblem of thy sweets ! thy bees do bring 
Honey in their mouths, but in their tails a stlug. 




EMBLEM IV. 

TO BE LAID IN THE BALANCE, IT IS ALTOGETHER LIGHTER 

THAN VANITY. — Psalm Ixii. 9. 

>UT in another weight: 'tis yet too light : 
And yet, fond Cupid, put another in ; 
And yet another : Btill there's under weight : 
Put in another hundred : put again ; 
Add world to world ; then heap a thousand 

more 
To that ; then, to renew thy wasted store, 
Take up more worlds on trust, to draw thy balance 
low'r. 

Put in the flesh, with all her loads of pleasure ; 

Put in great Mammon's endless inventory ; 
Put in the pond'rous acts of mighty Caesar : 
Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory ; 
Add Scipio's gauntlet ; put in Plato's gown : 
Put Circe's charms, put in the triple crown. 
Thy balance will not draw ; thy balance will not 
down. 
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Qiuy le\no.i: ;' cmijlus -pcm£l.eri acldil-Anioj:. 
Il'/ir'c/i.i.f //ir /ir/Zi/cst itt f/,r' S'fri/r n/'7'',r/r 
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Lord ! what a ■world is this, which, day and night, 
Men seek with so much toil, with so much 
trouble ! 
Which, weigh'd in equal scales, is found so light, 
So poorly overbalanc'd with a bubble ! 

Good God ! that frantic mortals should destroy 
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy 
Upon such airy trash, upon so light a toy ! 

Thou bold impostor, how hast thou befool'd 
The tribe of man with counterfeit desire ! 
How has the breath of thy false bellows cool'd 
Heav'n's free-born flames, and kindled bastard 
fire ! 
How hast thou vented dross instead of treasure, 
And cheated man with thy false weights and 
measure, 
Proclaiming bad for good, and gilding death with 
pleasure ! 

The world's a crafty strumpet, most affecting 
And closely following those that most reject 
her; 
But seeming careless, nicely disrespecting 
And coyly flying those that most affect her. 
If thou be free, she's strange ; if strange, she's 

free; 
Flee, and she follows ; follow, and she'll flee : 
Than she there's none more coy, there's none more 
fond than she. 
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what a erocodiJian world is this, 

Compos'd of treach'ries and insnaring wiles ! 
She clothes destruction in a formal kiss, 
And lodges death in her deceitful smUes : 

She hugs the soul she hates ; and there does 

prove 
The veriest tyrant, where she vows to love ; 
And is a serpent most when most she seems a dove. 

Thrice happy he, whose nobler thoughts despise 

To make an object of so easy gains : 
Thrice happy he, who scorns so poor a prize 
Should be the crown of his heroic pains : 
Thrice happy he, that ne'er was born to try 
Her frowns or smiles ; or being born, did lie 
In his sad nurse's arms an hour or two, and die. 



St. August, lib. Confess. 

you that dote upon this world, for what victory 
do ye fight ? Your hopes can be crowned with no 
greater reward than the world can give ; and what is 
the world but a brittle thing full of dangers, wherein 
we travel from lesser to greater perils ! let all her 
vain, light, and momentary glory perish with herself ; 
and let us he conversant with more eternal things. 
.Uas ! this world is miserable ; life is short, and death 
is sure. 

Epig. 4. 
^[y soul, what's lighter than a feather ? Wind. 
Than wind ? The fire. And what than fire ? The mind. 
What's lighter than the mind ? A thought. Than 

thought ? 
This bubble world. What than this bubble ? Nought. 
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EMBLEII V. 

THE FASHION OF THIS WORLD PASSETH AWAY. — 1 Cor. \U. SI. 

/^ ONE are those golden days, wherein 
>:^ Pale conscience started not at ugly sin : 

When good old Saturn's peaceful throne 
Was unusurped by his beardless son : 

When jealous Ops ne'er fear'd th' abuse 
Of her chaste bed, or breach of nuptial ti'uce : 

"When just Astraea pois'd her scales 
In mortal hearts, ■whose absence earth bewails : 

When froth-born Yenus and her brat. 
With all that spurious brood young Jove begat. 

In horrid shapes were yet unknown ; 
Those halcyon days, that golden age, is gone. 

There was no client then to wait 
The leisure of his long-tail'd advocate ; 

The taHon* law was in request. 
And Chanc'ry Courts were kept in ev'ry breast : 

Abused statutes had no tenters. 
And men could deal secm-e without indentures: 

• Talion Inir, or the Lvw of letaliatioii ; a pnnishment in the 
Mosaic law, whereby ou evil is retained similar to that committed. 
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There was no peeping-hole to clear 
The wittol's* eye from his incarnate fear : 

There were no lustful cinders then 
To broil the carbonado'd hearts of men : 

The rosy cheeks did then proclaim 
A shame of guilt, but not a guilt of shame : 

There was no whining soul to start 
At Cupid's twang, or curse his flaming dart : 

The boy had then but callow wings. 
And fell Erennys' scorpions had no stings : 

The better-acted world did move 
Upon the fixed poles of truth and love. 

Love essene'd in the hearts of men : 
Then reason rul'd, there was no passion then ; 

TiU lust and rage began to enter. 
Love the circumf 'rence was, and love the centre 

Until the wanton days of Jove, 
The simple world was all compos'd of love ; 

But Jove grew fleshly, false, unjust ; 
Inferior beauty fiU'd his veins with lust : 

And cucqueant Juno's fury hurl'd 
Fierce balls of rape into th' incestuous world : 

Astrsea fled, and love return'd 
From earth, earth boil'd with lust, with rage it 
burn'd. 

And ever since the world hath been 
Kept going with the scourge of lust and spleen. 



Wittol, a contented cuckold. f Cucqttean, lewd. 
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8. Ambrose. 
Lust is a sharp spur to vice, wliich always putteth 
the affections into a false gaUop. 

Hugu. 

Lust is an immoderate wantonness of the flesh, a 
sweet poison, a cruel pestilence ; a pernicious poison, 
which weakeneth the body of man, and effeminateth 
the strength of an heroic mind. 

S. August. 

Envy is the hatred of another's felicity : in respect 
of superiors, because they are not equal to them ; in 
respect of inferiors, lest he should be equal to them ; 
in respect of equals, because they are equal to them : 
through envy proceeded the fall of the world, and death 
of Christ. 



Epig. 5. 
What, Cupid, must the world be lash'd so soon ? 
But made at morning, and be whipp'd at noon ? 
'Tis like the wag that plays with Venus' doves. 
The more 'tis lash'd, the more perverse it proves. 





EMBLEM VI. 

ALL IS VANITY AND VEXATION OF SPIRIT. — EccUs. U. 17. 

is the anxious soul of man befool'd 
his desire. 
That thinks a hectic fever may be cool'd 

In flames of fire ; 
Or hopes to rake full heaps of biirnish'd gold 

From nasty mire ! 
A whining lover may as well expect 

A scornful breast 
To melt in gentle tears, as woo the world for rest. 

Let Wit, and all her study'd plots, effect 

The best they can : 
Let smiling Fortune prosper and perfect 

What Wit began ; 
Let Earth advise with both, and so project 

A happy man ; 
Let Wit or fawning Fortune vie their best ; 

He may be blest 
With all the earth can give ; but earih can give no 
rest. 




Jin. Criicc tuta qmes . 
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Whose gold is double with a careful hand, 

His cares are double ; 
The pleasure, honour, wealth of sea and land, 

Bring but a trouble ; 
The world itself, and all the world's command, 

Is but a bubble. 
The strong desires of man's insatiate breast 

May stand possest 
Of all that earth can give ; but earth can give no 
rest. 

The world's a seeming paradise, but her own 

And man's tormentor ; 
Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling-stone 

Without a tenter ; 
It is a vast circumference, where none 

Can find a centre. 
Of more than earth, can earth make none possest ; 

And he that least 
Eegards this restless world, shall in this world find 
rest. 

True rest consists not in the oft revying* 

Of worldly dross : 
Earth's miry purchase is not worth the buying ; 

Her gain is loss ; 
Her rest bjit giddy toil, if not relying 

Upon her cross. 

* Revying is to stake at play a larger sum of money than 
another has laid. 
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How worldlings droil for trouble ! that fond breast 

That is possest 
Of earth without a cross, has earth without a rest. 



Cass, in Ps. 

The cross is the invincible sanctuary of the humble, 
the dejection of the proud, the victory of Christ, the 
destruction of the devU, the confirmation of the faith- 
ful, the death of the unbehever, the life of the just. 

Damascen. 

The cross of Christ is the key of Paradise ; the weak 
man's staff ; the convert's convoy ; the upright man's 
perfection ; the soul and body's health ; the prevention 
of aU evil, and the procurer of all good. 



Epig. 6. 

Worldlings, whose whimp'ring folly holds the losses 
Of honour, pleasure, health, and wealth, such crosses, 
Look here, and tell me what your arms engross, 
When the best end of what you hug's a cross ? 




Xatet Sofiis . et OtLa ducis 
The J^oe lies clfse in n-ait,- antl atfist l/tuu Aer/i 
17n' Station here . arul tAi/^ seaire/v s-leep . 



EMBLEM VII. 

BE SOBER, BE VIGILAST ; BECAUSE YOUR ADVERSAST THE DEVIL, 
AS A ROARmG LION, WALKETH ABOUT, SEEKING WHOil HE 
MAY DEVOUR. 1 Pet. X. 8. 

^^•Z^HY dost thou suffer lustful sloth to creep, 
Xar DqU Cyprian lad, into thy wanton brows ? 
Is this a time to pay thine idle vows 

At Morpheus' shrine ? Is this a time to steep 
Thy brains in wasteful slumbers ? Up, and rouse 

Thy leaden spirit : is this a time to sleep ? 
Adjourn thy sanguine dreams, awake, arise, 
CaU in thy thoughts ; and let them aU advise, 

Hadst thou as many heads as thou hast wounded 
eyes. 

Look, look, what horrid furies do await 
Thy flatt'ring slumbers ! If thy drowsy head 
But chance to nod, thou faU'st into a bed 

Of sulph'rous flames, whose torments want a date. 
Fond boy, be wise, let not thy thoughts be fed 

"With Phrygian wisdom ; fools are wise too late : 
3 
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Beware betimes, and let thy reason sever 
Those gates which passion clos'd ; wake now or 
never ; 
For if thou nodd'st thou fall'st; and, falling, fall'st 
for ever. 

Mark how the ready hands of Death prepare : 

His bow is bent, and he hath notch'd his dart ; 

He aims, he levels at thy slumb'ring heart : 
The wound is posting ; be wise, beware. 

What, has the voice of danger lost the art 
To raise the spirit of neglected care ? 

Well, sleep thy fill, and take thy soft reposes ; 

But know, withal, sweet tastes have sour closes ; 
And he repents in thorns that sleeps in beds of roses. 

Yet, sluggard, wake, and gull thy soul no more 

With earth's false pleasure, and the world's 
delight, 

Whose fruit is fair and pleasing to the sight, 
But sour in taste, false as the putrid core : 

Thy flaring glass is gems at her half light ; 
She makes thee seeming rich, but truly poor : 

She boasts a kernel, and bestows a shell ; 

Performs an inch of her fair promis'd ell : 
Her words protest a heav'n; her works produce ahcU. 

thou, the fountain of whose better part 
Is earth'd and graveU'd up with vain desire : 
That daily wallow'st in the fleshly mire 

And base pollution of a lustful heart. 
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That feel'st no passion, but in wanton fire, 
And own'st no torment but in Cupid's dart ; 
Behold thy type : thou sitt'st upon this ball 
Of earth secure ; while Death, that flings at all, 
Stands arm'd to strike thee down, where flames 
attend thy fall. 



8. Bern. 



Security is nowhere ; neither ia Heaven nor in Para- 
dise, much less in the world. In Heaven the angels 
fell from the Divine Presence ; in Paradise Adam fell 
from his place of pleasure ; in the world Judas fell from 
the school of our Saviour. 

Hugo. 

I eat secure, I drink secure, I sleep secure, even as 
though I had passed the day of death, avoided the day 
of judgment, and escaped the torments of hell-fire. I 
play and laugh, as though I were already triumphing 
in the kingdom of Heaven. 



Epig. 7. 
Get up, my soul ! redeem thy slavish eyes 
Prom drowsy bondage : beware, be wise ! 
Thy foe's before thee ; thou must fight or fly ; 
Life hes most open iu a closed eye. 



EMBLEM VIII. 

WOE UNTO YOU THAT LAUGH, NOW ! FOE YE SHALL MOtlEN 

AND WEEP. — Luke vi. 25. 

tHE world's a popular disease, that reigns 
Within the froward heart and frantic brains 
Of poor distemper'd mortals, oft arising 
From iU digestion, through th' unequal poising 
Of ill-weigh'd elements, whose light directs 
Malignant humours to malign effects. 
One raves and labours with a boiling liver : 
Kends hair by handfuls, cursing Cupid's quiver : 
Another, with a bloody flux of oaths. 
Vows deep revenge : one doats ; the other loathes : 
One frisks and sings, and cries, " A flagon more. 
To drench dry cares, and make the welkin* roar ! " 
Another droops ; the sunshine makes him sad ; 
Heav'n cannot please; one's mop'd; the other's mad: 
One hugs his gold ; another lets it fly : 
He knowing not for whom ; nor t' other why. 
One spends his day in plots, his night in play ; 
Another sleeps and elugst both night and day: 

' Welkin, the firmament, or sky. f Slugs, to act slothfnlly. 
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One laughs at this thing ; t' other cries for that ; 
But neither one nor t' other knows for what. 
Wonder of wonders ! what we ought t' evite * 
As our disease, we hug as our delight. 
'Tis held a symptom of approaching danger 
When disacquainted sense becomes a stranger. 
And takes no knowledge of an old disease ; 
But, when a noisome grief begins to please 
The unresisting sense, it is a fear 
That death has parley'd, and compounded there. 
As, when the dreadful Thund'rer's awful hand 
Pours forth a vial on th' infected land, 
At first th' affrighten'd mortals quake and fear. 
And ev'ry noise is thought the Thunderer : 
But, when the frequent soul-departing bell 
Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knell. 
It is reputed but a nine-days' wonder ; 
They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his thunder. 
So, when the world (a worse disease) began 
To smart for sin, poor new-created man 
Could seek for shelter, and his gen'rous son 
Knew by his wages what his hands had done : 
But bold-fac'd mortajs, in our blushless times. 
Can sing and smile, and make a sport of crimes. 
Transgress of custom, and rebel in ease. 
We false-joy'd fools can triumph in disease, 
And (as the careless pilgrim, being bit 
By the tarantula, begins a fit 
Of life-concluding laughter) waste our breath 
In lavish pleasure, till we laugh to death. 
* Evite, to ibns or ayoid. 
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IIii/jo de Aniinn, 

What profit is there in vain glory, momentary mirth, 
the world's power, the flesh's pleasure, full riches, 
noble descent, and great desires ? Where is their 
laughter? Where is their mirth? Where their in- 
solence — their arrogance ? Erom how much joy to 
how much sadness ? After how much mirth, how much 
misery 1 Prom how great glory are they fallen, to how 
great torment I What hath fallen to them may befall 
thee, because thou art a man : thou art of earth ; thou 
Uvest of earth ; thou shalt return to earth. Death 
expecteth thee every where ! Be wise, therefore, and 
expect death every where. 



Epig. 8. 
What ails the fool to laugh ? Does something please 
His vain conceit ? Or is't a mere disease ? 
Fool, giggle on, and waste thy wanton breath ; 
Thy morning laughter breeds an ev'ning death. 
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EMBLEM IX. 

THE WORLD PASSETH AWAY, AND ALL THE LUSTS THBEEOF.- 

1 John ii. 17. 



4[!§i\\ EAW near, brave sparks, whose spirits scorn 
<^^ to light 

Your hallow'd tapers hut at honour's flame ; 
You, whose heroic actions take deUght 

To varnish over a new painted name ; 
Whose high-bred thoughts disdain to take their 
flight, 
But on th' Icarian wings of babbling Fame ; 
Behold, how tott'ring are your high-built stories 
Of earth, whereon you trust the ground- work of your 
glories. 

And you, more brain-sick lovers, that can prize 

A wanton smile before eternal joys ; 
That know no heav'n but in your mistress' eyes ; 

That feel no pleasure but what sense enjoys : 
That can, like crown-distemper'd fools, despise 

True riches, and, like babies, whine for toys : 
Think ye the pageants of your hopes are able 
To stand secure on earth, when earth itself's un- 

!? 
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Come, dunghill worldlings, you that root like swine, 

And cast up golden trenches where ye come : 
Whose only pleasure is to undermine. 

And view the secrets of your mother's womb : 
Come, bring your saint, pouch'd in his leathern 
shrine, 
And summon all your griping angels home : 
Behold your world, the bank of all your store ; 
The world ye so admire, the world ye so adore. 



A feeble world, whose hot-mouth'd pleasures tire 
Before the race ; before the start, retreat : 

A faithless world, whose false delights expire 
Before the term of half their promis'd date : 

A fickle world, not worth the least desire. 
Where ev'ry chance proclaims a change of state : 
A feeble, faithless, fickle world, wherein 

Each motion proves a vice, and every act a sin. 



The beauty, that of late was in her flow'r. 

Is now a ruin, not to raise a lust. 
He that Was lately drench'd in Danae's show'r, 

Is master now of neither gold nor trust ; 
Whose honour late was mann'd with princely pow'r, 
His glory now lies buried in the dust ; 

who would trust this world, or prize what's 
in it. 
That gives and takes, and chops, and changes, 
ev'ry minute ! 
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Nor length of days, nor solid strength of brain, 

Can find a place wherein to rest secure : 
The world is various, and the earth is vain ; 
There's nothing certain here, there's nothing 
sure ; 
We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain, 
And what's our only grief's our only cure : 
The world's a torment ; he that would endeav- 
our 
To find the way to rest, must seek the way to leave 
her. 



S. Greg, in Horn. 
Behold, the world is withered in itself, yet flotirisheth 
in our hearts, everywhere death, everywhere grief, 
everywhere desolation : on every side we are smitten ; 
on every side filled with bitterness ; and yet, with the 
bUnd mind of carnal desire, we love her bitterness. It 
flieth, and we follow it ; it falleth, yet we stick to it : 
and, because we cannot enjoy it falling, we fall with it, 
and enjoy it fallen. 



Epiih 9. 

If fortune fail, or envious Time but spurn, 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn : 
When Fortune sees, and lynx-ey'd Time is blind, 
I'll trust thy joys, O world ; till then, the wind. 



EMBLEM X. 



YE AKE OF YOUR FATHER THE DEVIL, AND THE LUSTS OF YOUE 

FATHER YE WILL DO. — John viii. 44. 

tHEEE'S your right ground : wag gently o'er 
this black : 
'Tis a short cast ; y' are quickly at the jack; 
Eub, rub an inch or two ; two crowns to one 
On this bowl's side ; blow wind, 'tis fairly thrown : 
The next bowl's worse that comes ; come, bowl 

away ; 
Mammon, you know the ground untutor'd, play : 
Your last was gone ; a yard of strength, weU spar'd, 
Had touch'd the block : your hand is still too hard. 
Brave pastime, readers, to consume that day. 
Which, without pastime, flies too swift away ! 
See how they labour ; as if day and night 
Were both too short to serve their loose delight : 
See how their curved bodies writhe, and screw 
Such antic shapes as Proteus never knew : 
One raps an oath, another deals a curse ; 
He never better bowl'd ; this never worse : 
One rubs bis itchless elbow, shrugs, and laughs, 
The other bends his beetle brows, and chafes : 
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Sometimes they whoop, sometimes their Stygian 

cries 
Send their black Santos to the blushing skies : 
Thus mingling humours in a mad confusion, 
They make bad premises, and worse conclusion : 
But Where's the palm that fortune's hand allows 
To bless the victor's honourable brows ? 
Come, reader, come ; I'll light thine eye the way 
To view the prize, the while the gamesters play : 
Close by the jack, behold jill Fortune stands 
To wave the game ; see in her partial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open show, 
To cheer the lads, and crown the conqu'ror's brow. 
The world's the jack ; the gamesters that contend 
Are Cupid, Mammon : that judicious friend. 
That gives the ground, is Satan : and the bowls 
Are sinful thoughts ; the prize, a crown for fools. 
Who breathes that bowls not ? What bold tongue 

can say, 
Without a blush, he hath not bowl'd to-day ? 
It is the trade of man, and ev'ry sinner 
Has play'd his rubbers : ev'ry soul's a winner. 
The vulgar proverb's crost, he hardly can 
Be a good bowler and an honest man. 
Good God ! turn thou my Brazil thoughts anew ; 
New-sole my bowls, and make their bias true. 
I'll cease to game till fairer ground be giv'n. 
Nor wish to win until the mark be Heav'n. 
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S. Bernard, lAb. de Consid. 

you sons of Adam, you covetous generation, •what 
Lave ye to do mth earthly riches, which are neither 
true nor yours ? Gold and silver are real earth, red 
and •white, ■which only the error of man makes, or 
rather reputes, precious: in short, if they be yours, 
carry them •with you. 



S. Hirron. in Ep. 

lust, thou infernal fire, •whose fuel is gluttony; 
■whose flame is pride ; •whose sparkles are •wanton 
■words ; -whose smoke is infamy ; ■whose ashes are nn- 
cleanness : 'whose end is hell. 



Epig. 10. 

Mammon, well follow'd ; Cupid, bravely led : 
Both touchers ; equal fortune makes a dead : 
No reed can measure •where the conquest lies : 
Take my advice ; compound, and share the prize. 
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EMBLEM XI. 

VE WALKED ACCOEDING TO THE COURSE OF THIS *OfiLD, 
ACCORDING TO THE PRINCE OF THE AIE. — EpJieS. 11. 2. 

WHITHEE will this mad-brain world at last 
Be driven ? Where will her restless wheels 
arrive ? 
Why hurries on her ill-match'd pair so fast ? 

whither means her furious groom to drive ? 
What, wiU her rambling fits be never past ? 
For ever ranging ? Never once retrieve ? 
Will earth's perpetual progress ne'er expire ? 
Her team continuing in their fresh career : 
And yet they never rest, and yet they never tire. 

Sol's hot-mouth'd steeds, whose nostrils vomit 
flame, 
And brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fire, 
Their twelve hours' task perform' d, grow stiff and 
lame, 
And their immortal spirits faint and tire : 
At th' azure mountain's foot their labours claim 
The privilege of rest, where they retire 
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To quench their burning fetlocks, and go steep 
Their flaming nostrils in the western deep, 
And 'fresh their tired souls with strength-restoring 
sleep. 

But these prodigious hackneys, basely got 

'Twix men and devils, made for race or flight, 
Can drag the idle world, expecting not 

The bed of rest, but travel with delight ; 
Who, never weighing way nor weather, trot 

Thro' dust and dirt, and droil both day and night : 
Thus droil these fiends incarnate, whose free 

pains 
Are fed with dropsies and venereal blains. 
No need to use the whip ; but strength to rule the 
reins. 

Poor captive world ? How has thy lightness giv'n 

A just occasion to thy foes' illusion ! 
0, how art thou betray'd, thus fairly driv'n 

In seeming triumph to thy own confusion ! 
How is thy empty universe bereav'n 

Of all true joys, by one false joy's delusion ! 
So I have seen an imblown virgin fed 
With sugar'd words so full, that she is led 
A fair attended bride to a false bankrupt's bed. 

Pull, gracious Loed ! Let not thine arm forsake 
The world, impounded in her own devices : 

Think of that pleasure that thou once didst take 
Amongst the lilies and sweet beds of spices. 
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Hale strongly, thou whose hand has pow'r to slack 
The swift-foot fury of ten thousand vices : 
Let not thy dust-devouring dragon boast 
His craft has won what Judah's lion lost : 

Eemember what is crav'd ; recount the price it cost. 



Isidor. Lib. 1. de Summo Bono. 

By how much the nearer Satan perceiveth the world 
to an end, by so much the more fiercely he troubleth 
it with persecution : that, knowing himself is to be 
damned, he may get company in his damnation. 

Cyp. in Ep. 

Broad and spacious is the road to infernal hfe ; 
there are enticements and death-briaging pleasures. 
There the devil flattereth, that he may deceive; 
smileth, that he may endamage ; allureth, that he 
may destroy. 



Epig. 11. 

Nay, soft and fair, good world : post not too fast ; 
Thy journey's end requires not haK this haste. 
Unless that arm thou so disdaia'st reprivefe* thee, 
Alas ! thou needs must go, the devil drives thee. 



• Rc^rives, curbs, restrains j from the Freuoh, reprimer. 



EMBLEM XII. 

YE MAY SUCK, BUT NOT BE SATISFIED WITH THE BEEAST OP 

HEE CONSOLATION. — Isoiah Ixvi. H. 



Wm ^^'^' ^^"^^^ ^^'^ ^ ^^ *^y ^P^ screw'd bo 
Act fast 

To th' earth's full breast ? for shame, for shame 
unseize thee ; 
Thou tak'st a surfeit where thou should'st but taste. 
And mak'st too much not haK enough to please 
thee. 
Ah, fool, forbear; thou swaUowestat one breath 
Both food and poison down ! thou draw'st both milk 
and death. 

The ub'rous breasts, when fairly drawn, repast 

The thriving infant with their milky flood ; 
But, being OTerstrain'd, return at last 
Unwholesome gulps compos'd of wind and blood. 
A mod'rate use does both repast and please ; 
Who strains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps 
disease. 
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But 0, that mean, whose good the least abuse 

Makes bad, is too, too hard to be directed : 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleasing juice ? 
There's nothing wholesome where the whole's 
infected. 
Unseize thy lips ; earth's milk's a ripen'd core. 
That drops from her disease, that matters from her 
sore. 

Think'st thou that paunch, that burhes out thy coat. 
Is thriving fat ; or flesh, that seems so brawny ? 
Thy paunch is dropsied and thy cheeks are bloat ; 
Thy lips are white, and thy complexion tawny ; 
Thy skin's a bladder blown with wat'ry tu- 
mours; 
Thy flesh a trembling bog, a quagmire fuU of 
humours. 

And thou, whose thriveless hands are ever straining 

Earth's fluent breasts into an empty sieve. 
That always hast, yet always art complaining, 
And whin' st for more than earth has pow'r to give ; 
Whose treasui-e flows and flees away as fast ; 
That ever hast, and hast, yet hast not what thou 
hast. 

Go choose a substance, fool, that wiU remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking measure ; 
Or else go geek an urn that wiU retain 
The liquid body of thy sUpp'ry treasure : 
Alas ! how poorly are thy labours crown'd ! 
Thy liquor's never sweet, nor yet thy vessel sound. 

i 
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What less than fool is man to prog and plot, 

And lavish out the cream of all his care, 
To gain poor seeming goods ; which, being got, 
Make firm possession but a thoroughfare ; 
Or, if they stay, they furrow thoughts the 
deeper ; 
And, being kept with care, they lose their careful 
keeper. 



S. Greg. Horn. 3. secund. Parte Ezech. 

If we give more to the flesh than we ought, we 
nourish an enemy ; if we give not to her necessity 
what we ought, we destroy a citizen : the flesh is to 
be satisfied so far as suffices to our good : whosoever 
aUoweth so much to her as to make her proud, knoweth 
not how to be satisfied : to be satisfied is a great art ; 
lest, by the satiety of the flesh, we break forth into the 
iniquity of her folly. 

Hugo cle Anima. 

The heart is a small thing, but desireth great matters. 
It is not sufficient for a kite's dinner, yet the whole 
world is not sufficient for it. 



Epig. 12. 

What makes thee, fool, so fat ? Pool, thee so bare ? 
Ye suck the self-same milk, the self-same air : 
No mean betwixt aU paunch, and skia and bone ? 
The mean's a virtue, and the world has none. 
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MEN LOVE DARKNESS RATHER THAN LIGHT, BECAUSE THEIR 
DEEDS ABE EVIL. — 1 Jolin iii. 19. 

^(^ OED, when we leave the world and come to 
^^ thee, 

How duU, how shig are we ! 
How backward ! How prepost'rous is the motion 

Of our ungain devotion ! 
Oar thoughts are millstones, and our souls are lead. 

And our desires are dead : 
Oiu' vows are fairly promis'd, faintly paid ; 

Or broken, or not made : 
Our better work (if any good) attends 

Upon our private ends : 
In whose performance one poor worldly scoff 

Foils us, or beats us off. 
If thy sharp scourge find out some secret fault. 

We grumble, or revolt; 
And if thy gentle hand forbear, we stray. 

Or idly lose the way. 
Is the road fair ? we loiter ; clogg'd with mire '? 

We stick, or else retire : 
A lamb appears a lion ; and we feay 
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Each bush we see's a bear. 
When our dull souls direct their thoughts to thee, 

As slow as snails are we: 
But when at earth we dart our wing'd desire, 

We bum, we bum like fire. 
Like as the am'rous needle joys to bend 

To her magnetic friend : 
Or as the greedy lover's eye-baUs fly 

At his fair mistress' eye ; 
So, so we cling to earth ; we fly and puff. 

Yet fly not fast enough. 
If Pleasure beckon with her balmy hand, 

Her beck's a strong command : 
If Honour calls us with her courtly breath, 

An hour's delay is death : 
If Profit's golden-finger'd charm inveigles, 

We clip more swift than eagles : 
Let Auster weep, or blust'ring Boreas roar, 

TUl eyes or lungs be sore : 
Let Neptune swell, until his dropsy sides 

Burst into broken tides : 
Nor threat'ning rocks, nor winds, nor waves, nor fire, 

Can curb our fierce desire : 
Nor fire, nor rocks, can stop our furious minds, 

Nor waves, nor winds : 
How fast and fearless do our footsteps flee ! 
The lightfoot roebuck's not so swift as we. 
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S. August, sup. Psal. Ixiv. 

Two several loves built two several cities : the love of 
God builds a Jerusalem ; the love of the world builds a 
Babylon. Let every one inquire of himself what he 
loveth, and he shall resolve himself of whence he is a 
citizen, 

S. August Ldb. 3. Confess. 

AH things are driven by their own weight, and tend 
to their own centre : my weight is my love ; by that I 
am driven whithersoever I am driven. 

Ibidem. 

Lord, he loveth thee the less, that loveth anything 
with thee, which he loveth not for thee. 



Epig. 13. 

LoED, scourge my ass, if she should make no haste, 
And curb my stag, if he should flee too fast : 
If he be over swift, or she prove idle, 
Let love lend her a spur ; fear, him a bridle. 
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EMBLEM XIV. 



LIGHTEN MY EYES, O LORD, LEST I SLEEP THE SLEEP OV 

DEATH. — Psalm •yiii" 3. 

'^y^T'lLL'T ne'er be morning? WiU that 
)£r promis'd light 

Ne'er break, and clear those clouds of night ? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day, 
Whose conqu'ring ray 
May chase these fogs : sweet Phosphor, bring the 
day. 

How long ! how long shall these benighted eyes 

Languish in shades, like feeble flies 
Expecting spring ? How long shall darkness soil 

The face of 6arth, and thus beguile 
Our souls of rightful action ? When will day 

Begin to dawn, whose new-born ray 
May gild the weathercocks of our devotion, 

And give our unsoul'd souls new motion ? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day ; 
Thy light will fray 
'T'hese horrid mists; sweet Phosphor, bring the day. 



BOOK I. 
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Let those have niglit that sUlylove t' immure 

Their cloister'd crimes, and sin secure ; 
Let those have night that blush to let men kno-Jt' 

The baseness they ne'er blush to do ; 
Let those have night that love to take a nap, 

And loU in Ignorance's lap : 
Let those whose eyes, like owls, abhor the light, 

Let those have night, that love the night : 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day : 
How sad delay 
Afflicts dull hopes ! sweet Phosphor, bring the day. 

Alas ! my light-in-vain-expecting eyes 

Can find no objects but what rise 
From this poor mortal blaze — a dying spark 

Of Vulcan's forge, whose flames are dark 
And dangerous ; a dull, blue-burning light. 

As melancholy as the night : 
Here's all the suns that glister in the sphere 
Of earth : Ah me ! what comfort's here ? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day ; 
Haste, haste away, 
Heav'n's loit'ring lamp ; sweet Phosphor, bring tho 
day. 

Blow, Ignorance ! thou, whose idle knee 

Eocks earth into a lethargy, 
And with thy sooty fingers hast bedight 

The world's fair cheeks, blow, blow thy spite : 
Since thou hast puft our greater taper, do 

Puff on, and out the lesser too : 
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If e'er that breath-exiled flame return, 
Thou hast not blown as it will bum : 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day : 
Light will repay 
The wrongs of night ; sweet Phosphor, bring the 
day. 



S. August, in Joh. Ser. xix. 

God is all to thee : If thou be hungry, he is bread ; 
if thirsty, he is water ; if in darkness, he is light ; if 
naked, he is a robe of immortaUty. 

Alanv^ de Conq. Nat. 

God is a light that is never darkened ; an unwearied 
life that cannot die ; a fountain always flowing ; a 
garden of life ; a seminary of wisdom ; a radical be- 
ginning of all goodness. 



Epig. 14. 

My soul, if Ignorance puff out this Ught, 
She'll do a favour that intends a spite : 
It seems dark abroad ; but take this Hght away. 
Thy windows wUl discover break of day. 



EMBLEM XV. 

THE DEVIL IS COME UNTO YOU HAVING GREAT WEATH, BE- 
CAUSE HE KNOWETH THAT HE HATH BUT A SHORT TIME. — 

Bev. xii. 12. 

M(W OED ! canst thou see and suffer ? Is thy hand 
■^^ Still bound to th' peace ? Shall earth's black < 

monarch take 
A full possession of thy wasted land ? 
0, will thy slumb'ring vengeance never wake, 
Till full-ag'd law-resisting Custom shake _ 
The pillars of thy right, by false command ? 
Unlock thy clouds, great Thund'rer, and come 

down; 
Behold whose temples wear thy sacred crown ; 
Eedress, redress our wrongs ; revenge, revenge thy 
own. 

See how the bold usurper mounts the seat 
Of royal majesty ; how overstrawing 

Perils with pleasure, pointing ev'ry threat 
With bugbear death, by torments overawing 
Thy frighted subjects, or by favours drawing 

Their tempted hearts to his unjust retreat ; 
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LoED, canst thou be so mild, and he so bold ? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving when the fold 
Is govern'd by the fox ? Lord, canst thou see and 
hold? 

That swift-wing'd advocate, that did commence 
Our welcome suits before the King of kings ; 

That sweet ambassador, that hurries hence 
What airs th' harmonious soul or sighs or sings, 
See how she flutters with her idle wings ; 

Her wings are dipt, and eyes put out by sense : 
Sense-conqu'ring Faith is now grown blind and 

cold, 
And basely craven'd,* that, in times of old, 

Did conquer Heav'n itself, do what th' Almighty could . 

Behold, how double Fraud does scourge an'l tear 

Astrffia's wounded sides, plough'd up, and rent 
With knotted cords, whose fury has no ear ; 

See how she stands a pris'ner to be sent 

A slave, into eternal banishment, 
I know not whither, 0, I know not where : 

Her patent must be cancell'd in disgrace ; 

And sweet-lipp'd Fraud with her divided face. 
Must act Astrsea's part, must take Astr83a's place. 

Faith's pinions dipt ? and fair Astraea gone ? 
Quick-seeing Faith now blind ? and Justice see ? 

Has Justice now found wings ? and has Faith none ? 
What do we here ? who would not wish to be 
Dissolv'd from earth, and, with Astrsea, flee 

From this blind dungeon to that sun-bright throne ? 
• Cravened, disheartened, made to knock under, &c. 
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LoED, is Thy sceptre lost, or laid aside ? 
Is hell broke loose, and all her fiends unty'd ? 
Lord, rise, and rouse, and rule, and crush their 
furious pride. 



Peter Bav. in Matth. 

The devil is the author of evil, the fountaia of 
■wickedness, the adversary of the truth, the corrupter 
of the world, man's perpetual enemy ; he planteth 
snares ; diggeth ditches, spurreth bodies ; he goadeth 
souls, he suggesteth thoughts, belcheth anger, ex- 
poseth virtues to hatred, maketh vices beloved, soweth 
error, nourisheth contentions, disturbeth peace, and 
scattereth affliction. 

Maear. 

Let us suffer with those that suffer, and be crucified 
with those that are crucified, that we may be glorified 
with those that are glorified. 

Savanar, 

If there be no enemy, no fight ; if no fight, no vic- 
tory ; if no victory, no crown. 



Epig. 15. 

My soul, sit thou a patient looker on ; 
Judge not the play before the play be done : 
Her plot has many changes : ev'ry day 
Speaks a new scene ; the last act crowns the play. 



BOOK THE SECOND. 



BOOK THE SECOND. 



EMBLEM I. 

YOIT THAT WALK IN THE LIGHT OF YOUR OWN FIRE, AND IN 
THE SPARKS THAT YE HAVE KINDLED, YE SHALL LIE DOWN 

IN SORROW. — Isadah 1. 2. 



•^fo)) 0, silly Cupid, snuff and trim 

cUs^-^ Thy false, thy feeble light. 

And make her self-consuming flames more bright ; 

Methinks she burns too dim. 

Is this that sprightly fire, 
Whose more than sacred beams inspire 
The ravish'd hearts of men, and so inflame desire ? 

See, boy, how thy unthrifty blaze 

Consumes ; how fast she wanes ; 
She spends herself, and her, whose wealth maintains 
Her weak, her -idle rays. 
Cannot thy lustful blast, 
Which gave it lustre, make it last ? 
What heart can long be pleas'd, where pleasure 
spends so fast ? 
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Go, wanton, place thy pale-fac'd light 

Where never-breaking day 
Intends to visit mortals, or display 
The sullen shades of night : 
Thy torch will burn more clear 
In night's un-Titan'd hemisphere ; 
Heav'n's scornful flames and thine can never co- 
appear. 

In vain thy busy hands address 

Their labour, to display 
Thy easy blaze within the verge of day ; 
The greater drowns the less ! 
If Heav'n's bright glory shine. 
Thy ghmm'ring sparks must needs resign ; 
Puff out Heav'n's glory then, or Heaven will work 
out thine. 

Go, Cupid's rammish pander, go, 

Whose duU, whose low desire 
Can find sufficient warmth from Nature's fire, 
Spend borrow'd breath, and blow. 
Blow wind made strong with spite ; 
When thou hast puff'd the greater light 
Thy lesser spark may shine, and warm the new- 
made night. 

Deluded mortals, teU me, when 
Your daring breath has blown 
Heav'n's taper out, and you have spent your own, 
What fire shall warm ye then ? 
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Ah, fools ! perpetual night 
Shall haunt your souls with Stygian fright, 
Where they shall boil in flames, but flames shall 
bring no light. 



S. August. 
The sufficiency of my merit is to know that my merit 
is not sufficient. 

8. Greg. Mor. xxv. 
By how much the less man seeth himself, by so 
much the less he displeaseth himself; and by how 
much the more he seeth the light of grace, by so much 
the more he disdaineth the light of Nature. 

S. Oreg. Mor. 

The light of the understanding humility kindleth 
and pride cover eth. 



Epig. 1. 

Thou blow'st Heav'n's fire, the whilst thou go'st about, 

EebeUious fool, in vain, to blow it out : 

Thy foUy adds confusion to thy death ; 

Heav'n's fire confounds when fann'd with Folly's breath. 




EMBLEM II. 

THERE IS NO END OP ALL HIS LABOUR ; NEITHER IS HIS EYE 
SATISFIED WITH RICHES. — SccleS. iv. 8. 

HOW our widen'd arms can overstretch 
t^yj- Their own dimensions ! How our hands can 
reach 
Beyond their distance : How our yielding breast 
Can shrink to be more full, and full possest 
Of this inferior orb ! How earth refin'd 
Can cling to sordid earth ! How kind to kind ! 
We gape, we grasp, we gripe, add store to store ; 
Enough requires too much ; too much craves more. 
We charge our souls so sore beyond our stint, 
That we recoil or burst : the busy mint 
Of our laborious thoughts is ever going, 
And coining new desires ; desires not knowing 
Where next to pitch ; but, like the boundless ocean, 
Gain, and gain ground, and grow more strong by 

motion. 
The pale-fac'd lady of the black-ey'd night 
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First tips her horned brows with easy light. 
Whose curious train of spangled nymphs attire 
Her next night's glory with increasing fire ; 
Each ev'ning adds more lustre, and adorns 
The growing beauty of her grasping horns : 
She sucks and draws her brother's golden store. 
Until her glutted orb can suck no more. 
E'en so the vulture of insatiate minds. 
Still wants, and wanting seeks, and seeking finds 
New fuel to increase her rav'nous fire ; 
The grave is sooner cloy'd than man's desire : 
We cross the seas, and midst her waves we burn, 
Transporting lives, perchance that ne'er return : 
We sack, we ransack to the utmost sands 
Of native kingdoms and of foreign lands : 
We travel sea and soil ; we pry, we prowl, 
We progress, and we prog from pole to pole : 
We spend our mid-day sweat, our midnight oil ; 
We tire the night in thought, the day in toil : 
We make art servile, and the trade gentile 
(Yet both corrupted with ingenious guUe), 
To compass Earth, and with her empty store 
To fill our arms, and grasp one handful more : 
Thus seeking rest, our labours never cease. 
But, as our years, our hot desires increase : 
Thus we, poor little worlds ! with blood and sweat, 
In vain attempt to comprehend the great : 
Thus, in our gain, become we gainful losers. 
And what's enclos'd encloses the enclosers. 
Now, reader, close thy book, and then advise ; 
Be wisely worldly, be not worldly wise : 
5* 
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Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raking 
The world's base dunghill ; vermin's took by taking: 
Take heed thou trust not the deceitful lap 
Of wanton Dalilah : the world's a trap. 



Hugo de Anima. 
Tell me, where be those now, that bo lately loved 
and hugged the world ? Nothing remaineth of them 
but dust and worms : observe what those men were ; 
what those men are. They were like thee ; they did 
eat, drink, laugh, and led merry days ; and in a mo- 
ment Blipt into hell. Here their flesh is food for 
worms ; there their souls are fuel for fire, tiU they 
shall be rejoined in an unhappy fellowship and cast 
into eternal torments ; where they that were once 
companions in sin shall be hereafter partners in 
punishment. 



Epig. 2. 
Gripe, Cupid, and gripe stiU, until that wind, 
That's pent before, find secret vent behind : 
And when thou'st done, hark here ; I tell thee what, 
Before I'll trust thy armful, I'll trust that. 




B O OElir. 
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EMBLEM III. 

HE IS CAST INTO A NET BY HIS OWN PEET, AND WALKETH 

UPON A SNAKE. — Job xviii. 8. 

"^^^HAT ! nets and quiver too ? what need 
^v there all 

These sly devices to betray poor men ? 
Die they not fast enough when thousands fall 

Before thy dart ? what need these engines then ? 
Attend they not, and answer to thy call, 
Like nightly coveys, where they list, and when ? 
What needs a stratagem where strength can sway ? 
Or what needs strength compel where none 
gainsay ? 
Or what needs stratagem or strength where hearts 
obey? 

Husband thy sleights ; it is but vain to waste 
Honey on those that will be catch'd with gall ; 

Thou canst not, ah ! thou canst not bid so fast 
As men obey ; thou art more slow to call 

Than they to come; thou canst not make such 
haste 
To strike, as they, being struck, make haste to fail. 
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Go save thy nets for that rebellious heart 
That scorns thy pow'r, and has obtain'd the art 
T' avoid thy flying shaft, to quench thy fiery dart. 



Lost mortal ! how is thy destruction sure, 

Between two bawds, and both without remorse ! 
The one's a line, the other is a lure ; 

This to entice thy soul ; that to enforce. 
Waylaid by both, how canst thou stand secure ? 
That draws ; this woos thee to th' eternal curse. 
charming tyrant, how hast thou befool'd 
And slav'd poor man, that would not, if he 
could, 
Avoid thy line, thy lure; nay, could not, if he 
would ! 



Alas ! thy sweet perfidious voice betrays 

His wanton ears with thy Sirenian baits : 
Thou wrapp'st his eyes in mists, then boldly lays 

Thy lethal* gins before their crystal gates ; 
Thou lock'st up ev'ry sense with thy false keys. 
All willing pris'ners to thy close deceits : 

His ear most nimble where it deaf should be ; 
His eye most blind where most it ought to 
see ; 
And when his heart's most bound, then thinks 
himself most free. 

* Lethal, mortal, deadly. 
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Thou grand impostor ! how hast thou obtain'd 

The wardship of the world ? Are all men turn' J 
Idiots and lunatics ? Are all retain'd 

Beneath thy servile bands ? Is none return'd 
To his forgotten self ? Has none regain'd 
His senses ? Are their senses all adjourn'd ? 
What, none dismiss'd thy court? Will no 

plump fee 
Bribe thy false fists to make a glad decree, 
T' unfool whom thou hast fool'd, and set thy 
pris'ners free ? 



S. Bern, in Ser. 
In this world is much treachery, little truth : here 
all things are traps ; here everything is beset with 
snares ; here souls are endangered, bodies are afflicted ; 
here all things are vanity and vexation of spirit. 



Epig. S. 
Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel where thou please, 
Thou canst not fail to take such fish as these. 
Thy thriving sport will ne'er be spent : no need 
To fear, when ev'ry cork's a world : thou'lt speed. 




EMBLEM IV. 

THEY SHALL BE AS THE CHAFF THAT IS DRIVEN WITH A WHIRL- 
WIND OUT OF THE FLOOR, AND AS THE SMOKE OUT OF 

THE CHIMNEY. — Hosea xiii. 3. 

^LINT-BEEASTED Stoics, you whose marble 
eyes 

Contemn a wrinkle, and whose souls despise 
To follow Nature's too affected fashion. 
Or travel in the regent walk of passion ; 
Whose rigid hearts disdain to shrink at fears. 
Or play at fast or loose, with smiles and tears ; 
Come, burst your spleens with laughter to behold 
A new-found vanity, which days of old 
Ne'er knew : a vanity that has beset 
The world, and made more slaves than Mahomet ; 
That has condemn'd us to the servile yoke 
Of slavery, and made us slaves to smoke. 
But stay, why tax I thus our modern times 
For new-blown follies, and for new-born crimes ; 
Are we sole guilty, and the first age free ? 
No, they were smok'd and slav'd as well as we : 
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What's sweet-lipp'd Honour's blast but smoke ? 

Wbat's treasure 
But very smoke ? And what more smoke than 

pleasure ? 
Alas ! they're all but shadows, fumes, and blasts ; 
That vanishes, this fades, the other wastes. ' 
The restless merchant, he that loves to steep 
His brains in wealth, and lays his soul to sleep 
In bags of buUion, sees th' immortal crown. 
And fain would mount, but ingots keep him down. 
He brags to-day, perchance, and begs to-morrow : 
He lent but now ; wants credit, now, to borrow. 
Blow, winds,, the treasure's gone, the merchant's 

broke ; 
A slave to silver's but a slave to smoke. 
Behold the glory-vying child of Fame, 
That from deep wounds sucks forth an honour'd 

name ; 
That thinks no purchase worth the style of good. 
But what is sold for sweat, and seal'd with blood : 
That for a point, a blast of empty breath. 
Undaunted gazes in the face of death ; 
Whose dear-bought bubble, fiU'd with vain renown, 
Breaks with a fillip, or a gen'ral's frown : 
His stroke-got honour staggers with a stroke ; 
A slave to honour is a slave to smoke. 
And that fond soul, which wastes his idle days 
In loose delights, and sports about the blaze 
Of Cupid's candle ; he that daily spies 
Twin babies in his mistress' Geminies, 
Whereto his sad devotion does impart 
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The sweet burnt-off'ring of a bleeding heart ; 
See how his wings are sing'd in Cyprian fire, 
Whose flames consume with youth, in age expire : 
The world's a bubble ; all the pleasures in it, 
Like morning vapours, vanish in a minute : 
The vapours vanish, and the bubble's broke ; 
A slave to pleasure is a slave to smoke. 
Now, Stoic, cease thy laughter, and repast 
Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as fast. 



S. Hieron. 

That rich man is great who thinketh not himself 
great because he is rich : the proud man (who is the 
poor man) braggeth outwardly, but beggeth inwardly ; 
be is blown up, but not fuU. 

Petr. Eav. 

Vexation and anguish accompany riches and honour: 
the pomp of the world, and the favour of the people, 
are but smoke, and a blast suddenly vanishing ; which, 
if they commonly please, commonly bring repentance ; 
and, for a minute of joy, they bring an age of sorrow. 



Epig. 4. 
Cupid, thy diet's strange : it dulls, it rouses ; 
It cools, it heats ; it binds, and then it looses : 
Dull-sprightly, cold-hot fool, if e'er it winds thee 
Into a looseness once, take heed, it binds thee. 



EMBLEM V. 

WILT THOU SET THINE EYES UPON THAT WHICH IS NOT ? FOE 
KIOHES MAKE THEMSELVES WINGS ; THEY FLY AWAY AS AN 

EAGLE. — Prov. xxiii. 5. 

i^ALSE world, thou ly'st : thou canst not lend 

The least delight : 
Thy favours cannot gain a friend, 

They are so slight : 
Thy morning pleasures make an end 

To please at night : 
Poor are the wants that thou supply'st ; 
And yet thou vaunt'st, and yet thou vy'st 
With heaven ! fond earth, thou boast'st ; false 

world, thou ly'st. 



Thy bahbling tongue tells golden tales 

Of endless treasure : 
Thy bounty offers easy sales 

Of lasting pleasure ; 
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Thou ask'st the Conscience what she ails, 

And swear' st to ease her: 
There's none can want where thou supply' st ; 
There's none can give where thou deny'st : 
Alas ! fond world, thou boast'st ; false world, thou 
ly'st. 

What well-advised ear regards 

What earth can say ? 
Thy words are gold, but thy rewards 

Are painted clay : 
Thy cunning can but pack the cards ; 

Thou canst not play : 
Thy game at weakest, still thou vy'st ; * 
If seen, and then revy'd, deny'st : 
Thou art not what thou seem'st; false world, thou 

ly'st. 

Thy tinsel bosom seems a mint 

Of new-coin'd treasure ; 
A paradise, that has no stint. 

No change, no measure ; 
A painted cask, but nothing in 't. 

Nor wealth, nor pleasure : 
Vain earth, that falsely thus comply' st 
With man ; vain man, that thus rely'st 
On earth : vain man, thou doat'st ; vain earth, 
thou ly'st. 

* Vy'st, a word used, at cards ; i.e. to challenge. 
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What mean dull souls, in this high measure 

To haberdash 
In earth's base wares, whose greatest treasure 

Is dross and trash ; 
The height of whose enchanting pleasure 

Is but a flash ? 
Are these the goods that thou supply'st 
Us mortals with ? Are these the high'st ? 
Can these bring cordial peace? False world, thou 
ly'st. 



Pet. Bles. 

The world is deceitful : her end is doubtful ; her 
conclusion is horrible ; her Judge is terrible ; and her 
punishment is intolerable. 

S. August. Lib. Confess. 
The vain-glory of this world is a deceitful sweetness, 
a fruitless labour, a perpetual fear, a dangerous honour : 
her beginning is without providence, and her end not 
without repentance. 



Epig. 5. 
World, thou'rt a traitor ; thou hast stamp 'd thy base 
And chymic metal with great Csesar's face ; 
And with thy bastard bullion thou hast bart'red 
For wares of price ; how justly drawn and quarter'd 1 



EMBLEM YI. 

LET NOT WTM THAT IS DECKIVKD TEUST IN TASITT ; FOE 
VASITY SHAU. BE HIS BECOMPEXSE. — Job ST. 31. 

^©ELIETE her not, her glass diffuses 
:^y False portraitures : thou canst espy 
No true reflection : she abuses 
Her misinfomi'd beholder's eye ; 

Her crystal's felsely steel' d ; it scatters 
Deceitful beams ; beheve her not, she flatters. 

This flaring mirror represents 
No right proportion, hue, nor feature : 

Her Tery looks are compliments ; 

They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater : 
The skilful gloss of her reflection 

But paints the contest of thy coarse complexion. 

Were thy dimension but a stride. 
Nay, wert thou statur'd but a span. 

Such as the long-biU'd troops defy'd, 
A very fragment of a mau ? 




Stc dccipit Orl)is. 
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She'll make thee Mimas, which ye wilJ, 
The Jove-slain tyrant, or th' Ionic hill. 

Had surfeits, or th' ungracious star, 
Conspir'd to make one common place 

Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face, 

She'd lend thee favour should outmove 

The Troy-bane Helen, or the queen of love. 

Were thy consum'd estate as poor 

As Laz'rus or afflicted Job's, 
She'll change thy wants to seeming store, 

And turn thy rags to purple robes : 

She'U make thy hide-bound flank appear 
As plump as theirs that feast it all the year. 

Look off, let not thy optics be 

Abus'd : thou see'st not what thou should'st : 
Thyself's the object thou should'st see, 

But 'tis thy shadow thou behold'st : 

And shadows thrive the more in stature, 
The nearer we approach the light of nature. 

Where Heav'n's bright beams look more direct, 
The shadow shrinks as they grow stronger ; 

But, when they glance their fair aspect, 
The bold-fac'd shade grows larger, longer : 
And, when their lamp begins to fall, 

Th' increasing shadows lengthen most of all. 
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The soul that seeks the noon of grace 
Shrinks in, but swells if grace retreat : 

As Heav'n lifts up, or veils his face, 
Our self-esteems grow less or great. 
The least is greatest ; and who shall 

Appear the greatest, are the least of aU. 



Hugo, Lib. iii. de Anima, 
In vain lie Hfteth up the eye of Ms heart to behold 
his God, who is not first rightly advised to behold him- 
self : First, thou must see the visible things of thyself, 
before thou canst be prepared to know the iuvisible 
things of God ; for, if thou canst not apprehend the 
things within thee, thou canst not comprehend the 
things above thee: the best looking-glass, wherein to 
see thy God, is perfectly to see thyself. 



Epig. 6. 
Be not deceiv'd, great fool : there is no loss 
In being small ; great bulks but swell with dross. 
Man is Heav'n's masterpiece : if it appear 
More great, the value's less ; if less more dear. 





lEi-C peisima., IKc optuna ierA'at . 

//^M' fuktw ///r ffi^rw-t . and '/7t<it t/if Jic.v^t ^vi<'fi7y,v . 
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I HAVE SET BEFOEE THEE LIFE AND DEATH, BLESSING AND 
CnESING; THBKEFOBE CHOOSE LIFE, THAT THOU AND JHY 
SEED MAY LIVE. — Deut. XXX. 19. 

tHE world's a floor, whose swelling heaps 
retain 
The mingled wages of the ploughman's toil : 
The world's a heap, whose yet unwinnow'd grain 

Is lodg'd with chaff and hiiried in her soil : 
All things are mix'd, the useful with the vain ; 
The good with bad, the noble with the vile : 
The world's an ark, wherein things pure and 



Present their lossful gain, and gainful loss, 
Where ev'ry dram of gold contains a pound of dross. 



This furnish'd ark presents the greedy view 
With all that earth can give, or Heav'n can add ; 

Here lasting joys, here pleasures hourly new, 
And hourly fading, may be wish'd and had : 
6 
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All points of honour, counterfeit and true, 

Salute thy soul, and wealth both good and bad : 
Here may'st thou open wide the two-leav'd door 
Of all thy wishes, to receive that store. 
Which, being emptied most, doth overflow the 
more. 

Come then, my soul, approach this royal burse,* 

And see what wares our great exchange retains : 
Come, come; here's that shall make a firm divorce 
Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains : 
No need to sit in council with thy purse. 

Here's nothing good shall cost more price than 
pains : 
But, my soul, take heed ; if thou rely 
Upon thy faithless optics, thou wilt buy 
Too blind a bargain; know, fools only trade by 
th' eye. 

The worldly wisdom of the foolish man 
Is like a sieve, that doth alone retain 
The grosser substance of the worthless bran ; 

But thou, my soul, let thy brave thoughts disdain 
So coarse a purchase : be thou a fan 
To purge the chaff, and keep the winnow'd grain : 
Make clean thy thoughts, and dress thy mix'd 

desires : 
Thou art Heav'n's tasker ; and thy God requires 
The purest of thy flour, as well as of thy fires. 

* Burse, an exohauge ; a place for the meeting of merohants, and 
where shops are kept. 
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Let grace conduct thee to the paths of peace, 

And wisdom bless thy soul's unblemish'd ways ; 
No matter, then, how short or long's the lease. 

Whose date determines thy self-number'd days : 
No need to care for wealth's or fame's increase, 
Nor Mars's palm, nor high Apollo's bays. 
LoED, if thy gracious bounty please to fill 
The floor of my desires, and teach me skill 
To dress and choose the corn, take those the chaff 
that will. 



S. August, Lib. i. de Boot, Ghristi. 
Temporal things more ravish in the expectation than 
in fruition : but things eternal more ia the fruition than 
expectation. 

Ibidem, 
The life of man is the middle between angels and 
beasts : if man takes pleasure ia carnal things, he is 
compared to beasts ; but if he deUghts in spiritual 
things, he is suited with angels. 



Epig, 7. 
Art thou a child ? Thou wilt not then be fed 
But Hke a chUd, and with the children's bread j 
But thou art fed with chaff or corn undrest : 
My soul, thou savour'st too much of the beast. 



EMBLEM VIIL 

THEY MIND EARTHLY THINGS, BUT OUR CONVBESATION IS IN 

HEAVEN. — Phil. iii. 19, 20. 
VENUS. DIVINE CUPID. 

fEN. What means this peevish brat ? Whish, 
lullaby ; 
What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry? 
Will nothing still it ? Will it neither be 
Pleas'd with the nurse's breast or mother's knee ? 
What ails my bird ? What moves my froward boy 
To make such whimp'ring faces ? Peace, my joy : 
Will nothing do ? Come, come, this peevish brat. 
Thus cry and brawl, and cannot teU for what ? 
Come, buss and friends, my lamb ; whish, luUaby ; 
What ails my babe ? what aUs my babe to cry ? 
Peace, peace, my dear ; alas ! thy early years 
Had never faults to merit half these tears ; 
Come, smile upon me : let thy mother spy 
Thy father's image in her baby's eye : 
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Husband these guiltless drops against the rage 
Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of age ; 
Thine eye's not ripe for tears : whish, luUaby ; 
What ails my babe, my sweet-fac'd babe, to cry ? 
Look, look, what's here ! A dainty golden thing : 
See how the dancing bells turn round and ring, 
To please my bantling ! Here's a knack will breed 
A hundred kisses : here's a knack indeed. 
So, now my bird is white, and looks as fair 
As Pelops' shoulder, or a milk-white pair : 
Here's right the father's smile ; when Mars beguil'd 
Sick Venus of her heart, just thus he smil'd. 

Divine Cupid, 

Well may they smile alike ; thy base-bred boy 
And his base sire had both one cause — a toy : 
How well their subjects and their smiles agree ! 
Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee : 
False queen of beauty, queen of false delights. 
Thy knee presents an emblem, that invites 
Man to himself, whose self-transported heart 
(O'erwhelm'd with native sorrows, and the smart 
Of purchas'd griefs) lies whining night and day, 
Not knowing why, till heavy-heel'd Delay, 
The duU-brow'd pander of Despair, lays by 
His leaden buskins, and presents his eye 
With antic trifles, which the indulgent earth 
Makes proper objects of man's childish mirth. 
These be the coin that pass, the sweets that please ; 
There's nothing good, there's nothing great, but 
these : 
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These be the pipes that base-bornminds dance after, 
And turn immod'rate tears to lavish laughter ; 
Whilst heav'nly raptures pass without regard ; 
Their strings are harsh, and their high strains un- 
heard : 
The ploughman's whistle, or the trivial flute. 
Finds more respect than great Apollo's lute : 
We'U look to Heav'n, and trust to higher joys ; 
Let swine love husks, and children whine for toys. 



S. Bern. 



That is the true and chief joy, which is not conceived 
from the creature, but received from the Creator, which 
(being once possessed thereof) none can take from thee : 
whereto all pleasure, being compared, is torment, all 
joy is grief, sweet things are bitter, all glory is baseness, 
and all delectable things are despicable, 

S. Bern. 
Joy, in a changeable subject, must necessarily 
change as the subject changeth. 



J^pii/. 8. 
Peace, childish Cupid, peace : thy finger'd eye 
But cries for what, in time, will make tliee cry. 
But are thy peevish wranglings thus appeas'd ? 
Well may'st thou cry, that art so poorly pleas'd. 




K-ntin-iiili oxhoJlcU-o nicrii 
S r /ul.v //i\- '/'///,,■ //,,/;■;/ ii/i/irrrrii-'d niriir : 
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EMBLEM IX. 

WHAT WILL YE DO IN THE DAY OF YOUK VISITATION ? TO 
WHOM WILL YE FLEE FOK HELP ? AND WHEEE WILL YE 

LEAVE YOUE GLOEY ? — Isaiah X. 3. 

fS this that jolly god, whose Cyprian bow 
Has shot so many flaming darts, 
And made so many wounded beauties go 
Sadly perplex' d with whimp'ring hearts ? 
Is this that sov'reign deity, that brings 
The slavish world in awe, and stings 
The blund'ring souls of swains, and stops the 
hearts of kings ? 

What Circsean charm, what Hecateean spite. 

Has thus abus'd the god of love ? 
Great Jove was vanquish'd by his greater might ; 
(And* who is stronger-arm'd than Jove ?) 
Or has our lustful god perform'd a rape. 
And (fearing Argus' eyes) would 'scape 
The view of jealous Earth, in this prodigious shape ? 
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Where be those rosy cheeks, that lately scorn'd 

The malice of injurious fates ?, 
Ah ! Where's that pearl portcullis,* that adorn'd 
Those dainty two-leav'd ruby gates ? 
Where be those killing eyes that so controU'd 
The world, and locks that did infold 
Like knots of flaming wire, like curls of burnish'd 
gold? 

No, no, 'twas neither Hecataean spite, 
Nor charm below, nor power above ; 
'Twas neither Circe's spell, nor Stygian sprite. 
That thus transformed our god of love ; 

'Twas owl-ey'd Lust (more potent far than 
they), 
Whose eyes and actions hate the day ; 
Whom all the world observe, whom aU the world 
obey. 

See how the latter trumpet's dreadful blast 

Affrights stout Mars's trembling son ! 
See how he startles ! how he stands aghast, 
And scrambles from his melting throne ! 
Hark, how the direful hand of Vengeance 
tears 
The swelt'ring clouds, whilst Heav'n ap- 
pears 
A circle fill'd with flame, and centred with his 
fears ! 

* Portcullis (a term of fortification) ; i.e. a grate dropped down 
to stop a gateway. 
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This is that day, whose oft report hath worn 

Neglected tongues of prophets hare ; 
The faithless subject of the worldling's scorn, 
The sum of men and angels' pray'r : 
This, this the day, whose all-discerning light 
Eansaeks the secret dens of night. 
And severs good from bad ; true joys from false 
delight. 

You grov'ling worldlings, you whose wisdom trades 

Where light ne'er shot his golden ray, 
That hide your actions in Cimmerian shades, 
How will your eyes endure this day ? 
Hills win be deaf, and mountains wiU not heat ; 
There be no caves, no corners there, 
To shade your souls from fire, to shield your hearts 
from fear. 



Hugo. 
the extreme loathsomeness of fleshly lust, which 
not only effeminates the mind, but enervates the body ; 
which not only distaiaeth the soul, but disguiseth the 
person ! It is ushered with fury and wantonness ; it 
is accompanied with filthiness and uncleanness ; and it 
is followed with grief and repentance. 



Epig. 9. 
What, sweet-fac'd Cupid, has thy bastard treasure, 
Thy boasted honours, and thy bold-fac'd pleasure, 
Perplex'd thee now ? I told thee, long ago, 
To what they'd bring thee, fool — to wit, to woe. 



EMBLEM X. 

SHE IS EMPTY, AND VOID, AND WASTE. — Nohum ii. 10. 

' HE 's empty : Bark ! she sounds : there's 
nothing there 
But noise to fill thy ear ; 
Thy vain inquiry can at length but find 

A blast of murm'ring wind : 
It is a cask, that seems as full as fair, 

But merely tunn'd with air ; 
Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds : 

The soul that vainly founds 
Her joys upon this world, but feeds on empty 
sounds. 

She's empty : hark ! she sounds : there's nothing 
in't ; 

The spark-engend'ring flint 
Shall sooner melt, and hardest raunee* shall first 

Dissolve and quench thy thirst, 

* Raunee, dry mouldy crust of bread. 
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Ere this false world shall still thy stormy breast 
With smooth-fac'd calms of rest. 

Thou may'st as well expect meridian light 
From shades of black-mouth'd night, 

As in this empty world to find a full delight. 

She's empty: hark! she sounds: 'tis void and vast; 

What if some flatt'ring blast 
Of flatuous honour should perchance be there, 

And whisper in thine ear ? 
It is but wind, and blows but where it list, 

And vanishes like mist. 
Poor honour earth can give ! What gen'rous mind 

Would be so base to bind 
Her Heav'n-bred soul a slave, to serve a blast of 
wind? 

She's empty : hark ! she sounds : 'tis but a ball 

For fools to play withal : 
The painted film but of a stronger bubble. 

That's lin'd with silken trouble : 
It is a world, whose work and recreation 

Is vanity and vexation ; 
A hag, repair'd with vice-complexion'd paint : 

A quest-house of complaint : 
It is a saint, a fiend ; worse fiend when most a 
saint. 

She's empty: hark! she sounds: 'tis vain and void; 

What's here to be enjoy'd 
But grief and sickness, and large bills of sorrow, 

Drawn now, and cross'd to-morrow ? 
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Or what are men but puffs of dying breath, 

Eeviv'd with living death ? 
Pond lad, build thy hopes on surer grounds 

Than what dull flesh propounds ; 
Trust not this hollow world ; she's empty : hark ! 
she sounds. 



S. Chrys. in Ep. ad Heb. 
Contemn riches, and thou shalt be rich; contemn 
glory, and thou shalt be glorious ; contemn injuries, 
and thou shalt be a conqueror ; contemn rest, and 
thou shalt gain rest ; eontemn earth, and thou shalt 
find Heaven. 

Hugo, Idb. de Vanit. Mundi. 
The world is vanity which affordeth neither beauty 
to the amorous, nor reward to the laborious, nor en- 
couragement to the industrious. 



Epig. 10. 
This house is to be let for hfe or years ; 
Her rent is sorrow, and her income tears : 
Cupid, 't has long stood void ; her bills make knowD-i 
She must be dearly let, or let alone. 
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EMBLEM XI. 

NAEEOW 13 THE WAY THAT LEADETH UNTO LIFE, AND EeW 
THEEB BE THAT FIND IT. — Matt. vii. 14. 

^DEEPOST'EOUS fool, thou troiil'st* amiss : 
"i^ Thou err'st ; that's not the way, 'tis this : 
Thy hopes, instructed by thine eye, 
Make thee appear more near than I ; 
My floor is not so flat, so fine, 
And has more obvious rubs than thine ; 
'Tis true, my way is hard and strait. 
And leads me through a thorny gate, 
Whose rankling pricks are sharp and fell ; 
The common way to Heaven's by hell. 
'Tis true, thy path is short and fair. 
And free of rubs : Ah ! fool, beware, 
The safest road's not always ev'n ; 
The way 'to hell's a seeming Heav'n : 
Think'st thou the crown of glory's had 
With idle ease, fond Cyprian lad? 
• Troul, to roll a ball. 
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Think'st thou that mirth, and vain delights, 

High feed, and shadow-short'ning nights, 

Soft knees, full bags, and beds of dovm, 

Are proper prologues to a crown ? 

Or canst thou hope to come, and view, 

Like prosp'rous Ceesar, and subdue ? 

The bond-slave usurer will trudge. 

In spite of gouts will turn a drudge. 

And serve his soul-condemning purse, 

T' increase it with the widow's curse : 

And shall the crown of glory stand 

Not worth the waving of a hand ? 

The fleshly wanton, to obtain 

His minute-lust, wiU count it gain 

To lose his freedom, his estate. 

Upon so dear, so sweet a rate. 

Shall pleasures thus be priz'd, and must 

Heav'n's palm be cheaper than a lust ? 

The true-bred spark, to hoise* his name 

Upon the waxen wings of Fame, 

Will fight undaunted in a flood 

That's rais'd with brackish drops and blood. 

And shall the promis'd crown of life 

Be thought a toy, not worth a strife ? 

An easy good brings easy gains ; 

But things of price are bought with pains. 

The pleasing way is not the right : 

He that would conquer Heav'n must fight. 

* Hoise, to hoist or raise up. 
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S. Hieron. in Ep. 
No labour is hard, no time is long, wherein tlie glory 
of eternity is the mark we level at. 

S. Greg. Lib. viii. Mor. 
The valour of a just man is, to conquer the flesh, to 
contradict his own will, to quench the delights of this 
present life, to endure and love the miseries of this 
world for the reward of a better, to contemn the flat- 
teries of prosperity, and inwardly to overcome the fears 
of adversity. 



Epig. 11. 

Cupid, if thy smoother way were right, 

1 should mistrust this crown were counterfeit : 
The way's not easy where the prize is great : 
I hope no virtues, where I smell no sweat. 




EMBLEM Xn. 

GOD FOBBID THAT I SHOULD GLORY, SATE IN THE CEOSS. 

Gal. vi. 14. 

^AN nothing settle my uncertain breast, 

And fix my rambling love ? 
Can my affections find out nothing best, 

But still and still remove ? 
Has earth no mercy ? WUl no ark of rest 

Eeceive my restless dove ? 
Is there no good, than which there's nothing higher, 

To bless my full desire 
With joys that never change ; with joys that ne'er 
expire ? 

I wanted wealth ; and, at my dear request, 

Earth lent a quick supply : 
I wanted mirth, to charm my sullen breast ; 

And who more brisk than I ? 
I wanted fame, to glorify the rest ; 

My fame flew eagle-high : 
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My joy not fully ripe, but aU decay'd. 
Wealth vanish'd like a shade ; 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. 

The world's an ocean, hurried to and fro 

With every blast of passion : 
Her lustful streams, when either ebb or flow, 

Are tides of man's vexation : 
They alter daily, and they daily grow 

The worse by alteration : 
The earth's a cask fuU tunn'd, yet wanting measure; 

Her precious wine is pleasure ; 
Her yest* is honour's puff ; her least are worldly 
treasure. 

My trust is in the cross ; let beauty flag 

Her loose, her wanton saU ; 
Let count'nance-giiding Honour cease to brag 

In courtly terms, and vail ; 
Let ditch-bred Wealth henceforth forget to wag 

Her base, though golden, tail ; 
False beauty's conquest is but real loss, 

And wealth but golden dross ; 
Best honour's but a blast : my trust is in the cross. 

My trust is in the cross ; there lies my rest ; 

My fast, my sole deUght : 
Let cold-mouth'd Boreas, or the hot-mouth'd East, 

Blow till they burst with spite ; 

* Test or yeast, barm used for the fermentation of Jiqnors. 
+ Lees, the settlement, or dregs, at bottom. 
7 
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Let earth and hell conspire their worst, their best, 

And join their twisted might ; 
Let show'rs of thunderbolts dart down and wound 
me, 
And troops of fiends surround me, 
All this may well confront, all this shall ne'er con- 
found me. 



S. Atigust. 

Christ's cross is the Chriscross* of aU our happiness ; 
it deUvers us from all blindness of error, and enriches 
our darkness with hght ; it restoreth the troubled soul 
to rest ; it biingeth strangers to God's acquaintance ; 
it maketh remote foreigners near neighbours ; it cutteth 
off discord ; coneludeth a league of everlasting peace ; 
and is the bounteous author of aU good. 

S. Bern, in Ser. in Besur. 

We find glory in the cross ; to us that are saved it is 
the power of God, and the fulness of all virtues. 



Epig. 12. 

I foUow'd Best ; Best fled, and soon forsook me ; 
I ran from Grief; Grief ran, and overtook me. 
What shall I do ? Lest I be too much tost 
On worldly crosses, Lokd, let me be crost. 

* Chriscross, a small cross piefized to the Alphabet in Catholil 
BpeUing-books, the children of which religion generally call thi 
Alphabet the Chriscross; and in that sense the word is evidentl; 
need herei 
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EMBLEM XIII. 

AS A DOG RETURNETH TO HIS VOMIT, SO A FOOL RETURNETH 
TO HIS FOLLY. — PrOV. XXvi. 11. 

I am wounded ! and my wounds do smart 
.^^ Beyond iny patience or great Chiron's art : 
I yield, I yield ; the day, the palm, is thine ; 
Thy how's more true, thy shaft's more fierce, than 

mine. 
Hold, hold, hold thy conqu'ring hand ! What 

need 
To send more darts ? the first has done the deed. 
Oft have we struggled, when our equal arms 
Shot equal shafts, inflicted equal harms ; 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 
Twi-fork'd with death, has struck my conscience 

dead. 
But must I die ? Ah me ! if that were all, 
Then, then I'd stroke my hleeding wounds, and call 
This dart a cordial, and with joy endure 
These harsh ingredients, where my grief's my cure. 
7* 
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But sometliiiig whispers in my dying ear, 
There is an after^day ; which day I fear. 
The slender debt to nature's quiekly paid, 
Discharg'd, perchance, with greater ease than 

made; 
But if that pale-fac'd sergeant make arrest, 
Ten thousand actions would (whereof the least 
Is more than aU this lower world can bail) 
Be enter'd, and condemn me to the jail 
Of Stygian darkness, bound iu red-hot chains. 
And grip'd with tortures worse than Tityan pains. 
Farewell, my Taia, farewell, my loose delights ; 
Farewell, my rambling days, my rev'Hag nights : 
'Twas you betray'd me first, and, when ye found 
My soul at 'vantage, gave my soul the wound : 
Farewell, my bullion* gods, whose sovereign looks 
So often catch'd me with their golden hooks : 
Go, seek another slave ; ye must all go ; 
I cannot serve my God and bullion too. 
Farewell, false Honour ; you whose airy wings 
Did mount my soul above the thrones of kings ; 
Then flatter'd me, took pet, and ia disdain, 
Nipp'd my green buds : then kick'd me down again : 
Fai'eweU, my bow ; farewell, my Cyprian quiver ; 
Farewell, dear world ; farewell, dear world, for ever. 
0, but this most deUcious world, how sweet 
Her pleasures reHsh ! ah ! how jumpt they meet 
The grasping soul, and with their sprightly fire 
Eevive and raise, and rouse the rapt desire ! 

* Bullion, gold or silver ia the mass ; put for riches, 
f Jump, fit or tally with. 
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For ever ? O, to part so long ! what, never 
Meet more ? Another year, and then for ever : 
Too quick resolves do resolution wrong ; 
What, part so soon, to be divorc'd so long ? 
Things to be done are long to be debated ; 
Heav'n's not decay'd. Eepentance is not dated. 



S. August, lib. de XJtil. agen. Pcen. 
Go up, my soul, into the tribunal of thy conscience : 
there set thy guilty self before thyself: hide not thy- 
self behind thyself, lest God bring thee forth before 
thyself. 

S. August, in Soliloq. 
In vain is that washing, where the next sin defileth : 
he hath HI repented whose sins are repeated: that 
stomach is the worse for vomiting, that hcketh up his 
vomit. 

Anselm. 
God hath promised pardon to him that repenteth, 
but he hath not promised repentance to bTm that 
sioneth. 



Epig. 13. 
Brain-wounded Cupid, had this hasty dart. 
As it hath prick'd thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 
'T had been thy friend : how hath it deceiv'd thee .' 
For had this dart but kUl'd, this dart had sav'd thee. 



EMLLEil aTV. 



A JC8T MAS FAI-LETH SEVES TtmS, ASD laSETH UP AGMS ; 
Bt?T THE ■WICKED SHAH/ FALL DiTO MISCHIEF. — Pro*;. 

xxir. 16. 

^^ 

'pis but a foil at best, and that's the most 

C-^- Your skill can boast : 
My slipp'ry footing fail'd me ; and yon tript, 

•Just as I 8lii>t : 
ilv wanton weakness did herself betray 

With too much play : 
I was too bold ; he niver yet stood sure, 

That stands secure : 
T.'Lo over trusted to his native strength. 

But fell at length ? 
The title's craz'd,* the tenure is not good. 
That claims by th' evidence of flesh and blood. 

B' a-.t not thj .skiU : the righteous man falls oft, 

Yet falls but soft : 
There rcay be <lirt to miri him, hut no stones 

To crush his bones : 

• Croud, weak 



B O OK- II. 




E b/I B ' 



Jr'olt laphiQi ioi-tais alto. 

/;/ >/ u/ii/e I /tilt ,Ilixr fi/jnin , /!• /ii-rrr 

/ firni<r,thi/id ir/it/i nti.r'i/ h' /tcni-h/f Ai'i; 



BOO re II. EMBLEMS. 103 

What if he staggers ? nay, but ease he be 

Foil'd on his knee ; 
That very knee will bend to Heav'n, and woo 

For mercy too. 
The true-bred gamester ups afresh, and then 

Falls to 't again ; 
Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies, 
And yields his conquer'd life, or craven'd dies. 

Boast not thy conquest, thou that ev'ry hour 

Fall'st ten times low'r ; 
Nay, hast not pow'r to rise, if not, in case, 

To fall more base : 
Thou wallow'st where I slip ; and thou dost tumble 

Where I but stumble : 
Thou glory'st in thy slav'ries' dirty badges, 

And fall'st for wages : 
Sour grief and sad repentance scours and clears 

My stains with tears : 
Thy falling keeps thy falling still in ure ;* 
But when I slip, I stand the more secure. 

LoED, what a nothing is this little span 

We call a Man ! 
What fenny trash maintains the smoth'ring fires 

Of his desires ! 
How slight and short are his resolves at longest ! 

How weak at strongest ! 
Oh, if a sinner, held by thy fast hand, 

Can hardly stand, 

* Ure, use. 
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Good God ! in what a desp'rate case are they 

That have no stay ! 
Man's state implies a necessary curse : 
When not himself, he's mad ; when most himself, 
he's worse. 



S. Ambros. in Ser. ad Vincula. 
Peter stood more firmly after he had lamented Ms 
fall than before he fell ; insomuch that he foimd more 
grace than he lost grace. 

S. Chrys. in Ep. ad Heliod. Monach. 
It is no such heinous matter to fall afSicted, as, 
being down, to lie dejected. It is no danger for a 
soldier to receive a wound in battle; but, after the 
wound received, through despair of recovery, to refuse 
a remedy : for we often see wounded champions wear 
the pahn at last; and,' after flight, crowned with 
victory. 



Epig. 14. 
Triumph not, Cupid, his mischance doth show 
Thy trade ; doth once, what thou dost always do : 
Brag not too soon ; has thy prevailing hand 
I'oU'd him ? Ah fool, thou'st taught him how to stand, 
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EMBLEM XV. 

I WILL PUT MY PEAR IN THEIR HEARTS, THAT THEY SHALL 
NOT DEPART FROM MB. Jer. XXXii. 40. 

^0, now the soul's sublim'd ; her sour desires 
Are recalcin'd* in Heav'n's well-temper'd 
fires: 
The heart, restor'd and purg'd from drossy nature, 
Now finds the freedom of a new-born creature : 
It hves another life, it breathes new breath ; 
It neither fears nor feels the sting of death : 
Like as the idle vagrant (having none) 
That boldly 'doptst each house he views his own ; 
Makes ev'ry purse his chequer;! and, at pleasure, 
Walks forth, and taxes aU the world like Caesar ; 
At length, by virtue of a just command, 
His sides are lent to a severer hand ; 
Whereon his pass, not fully understood. 
Is taxed in a manuscript of blood ; 
Thus pass'd from town to town, until he come 

* Eecalcined : to calcine ie, with chymiflta, to burn to a cinder. 
t 'DopU, adopts, or makes his own^ 
J Chequer, exchequer, or treasw 
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A sore repentant to his native home : 
E'en so the rambling heart, that idly roves 
From crime to sin, and, uncontroU'd, removes 
From lust to lust, when wanton flesh invites 
From old-worn pleasures to new choice delights ; 
At length corrected by the filial rod 
Of his offended, hut his gracious God, 
And lash'd from sins to sighs ; and by degrees, 
From sighs to vows, from vows to bended knees ; 
From bended knees to a true pensive breast ; 
From thence to torments, not by tongues exprest, 
Eetums ; and (from his sinful self exil'd) 
Finds a glad Father, he a welcome child : 
then it Uves ; then it Hves involv'd 
In secret raptures ; pants to be dissolv'd : 
The royal offspring of a second birth 
Sets ope' to Heav'n, and shuts the door to earth : 
If love-sick Jove commanded clouds should hap 
To rain such show'rs as quicken'd Danae's lap ; 
Or dogs (far kinder than their purple master) 
Should lick his sores ; he laughs nor weeps the 

faster. 
If Earth (Heav'n's rival) dart her idle ray ; 
To Heav'n 'tis wax, and to the world 'tis clay : 
If Earth present delights, it scorns to draw. 
But, hke the jet* unrubb'd, disdains that straw, 
No hope deceives it, and do doubt divides it ; 
No grief disturbs it, and no error guides it; 
No fear distracts it, and no rage inflames it ; 
No guilt condemns it, and no folly shames it ; 
* Jet, black amber, which, mbbed, has an attraetiTe quality. 
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No sloth besots it, and no lust inthrals it ; 

No scorn afflicts it, and no passion galls it : 

It is a carknet* of immortal life; 

An ark of peace ; tlie lists t of sacred strife ; 

A purer piece of endless transitory ; 

A shi-ine of gi-ace ; a little throne of gloiy ; 

A heav'n-bom offspring of a new-bom birth ; 

An earthly heav'n ; an ounce of heav'nly eai'th. 



S. August, de Spir. et Anima. 

happy heart, where piety affecteth, where humility 
subjecteth, where repentance correcteth, where obedi- 
ence directeth, where perseverance perfecteth, where 
power protecteth, where devotion projecteth, where 
charity coimecteth. 

S. Greg. 

'Which way soever the heart tumeth itself (if care- 
fidly), it shall commonly observe, that ia those very 
things we lose God, in those very things we shall find 
God : it shaU find the heat of his power in considera- 
tion of those things, ia the love of which things he was 
most cold ; and by what things it fell perverted, by 
those things it is raised converted. 



Epig. 15. 
My heart ! but wherefore do I call thee so ? 
I have renounc'd my infrest long ago : 
When thou wert false and fleshly, I was thine ; 
Mine wert thou never tiU thou wert not mine. 
' Carknet, a necklace. 

t Lists, a place enclosed foi toomaments, races, ^rrestlings, aul 
other exercises. 



BOOK THE THIED. 
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BOOK THE THIRD. 



THE EKTERTAINMENT, 



i_LL you whose better thoughts are newly born, 
And (rebaptiz'd with holy fire) can scorn 
The world's base trash, whose necks disdain to bear 
Th' imperious yoke ,of Satan ; whose chaste ear 
No wanton songs of Sirens can surprise 
With false delight ; whose more than eagle-eyes 
Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze 
On glitt'ring beams of honour, and not daze ; * 
Whose souls can spurn at pleasure, and deny 
The loose suggestions of the flesh ; draw nigh : 
And you, whose am'rous, whose select desires 
Would feel the warmth of those transcendent fires. 
Which (like the rising sun) put out the light 
Of Venus' star, and turn her day to night; 
You that would love, and have your passions 

crown'd 
With greater happiness than can be found 

'Daze; i.e. be dazzled. 



112 EMBLEMS. BOOK III. 

In your own wisbes ; that would affect 
Where neither scorn, nor guile, nor disrespect 
Shall wound your tortur'd souls, that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch, nor fulness cloy ; 
Nor double doubt afSicts, nor baser fear 
Unflames your courage ia pursuit ; draw near : 
Shake hands with* Earth, and let your soul respect 
Her joys no further than her joys reflect 
Upon her Maker's glory : if thou swim 
In wealth, see him ia all ; see all in him : 
Sink'st thou in want, and is thy small cruse 

spent ? 
See him in want ; enjoy him in content : 
Conceiv'st him lodg'd in cross, or lost in pain ? 
In prayer and patience find him out agaia : 
Make Heav'n thy mistress, let no change remove 
Thy loyal heart ; be fond, be sick of Love. 
What if he stop his ear, or knit his brow ? 
At length he'll be as fond, as sick as thou : 
Dart up thy soul in groans ; thy secret groan 
Shall pierce his ear, shall pierce his ear alone : 
Dart up thy soul in vows ; thy sacred vow 
Shall find him out, where Heav'n alone shall know : 
Dart up thy soul in sighs ; thy whisp'ring sigh 
Shall rouse his ears, and fear no Hst'ner nigh : 
Send up thy groans, thy sighs, thy closet- vow ; 
There's none, there's none shaU know but Heav'n 

and thou. 
Groans fresh'd with vows made salt with tears, 
Unscale his eyes, and scale his conquer'd ears : 

• Shake hands with ; i.e. take leave of. 
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Shoot up the bosom shafts of thy desire, 
Feather'd with faith, and double-fork'd with fire, 
And they will hit : fear not, where Heav'n bids 

come ; 
Heav'n's never deaf but when man's heart is dumb. 




EMBLEM L 



ii2H P7.^T.-r-. TE22 H 



n^n>-£MMt 



i^ n— i 

IiTj srrxiLi- sool? L^-y are mj ^r^i^ hatml 

In nita* d:s(d£a, aai wealed ±r .n 3ie "-"-^^ 

L::ri: in tht boscn <rf etaoal rigLt ! 

lie bili-ik.s'dlan^ of Hia-'n esr set and risi 

And "sixiL liB i—jTiLhLS 'JLrsr^ iZ tii ^t^ 

Ct' saTTT:? n-gfalf ; ii= vietodoas ray 

Can elaii tLe sladoss, ^zA restoTs tjie iaj : 

yr.rrr's tacjifnl eirj^^ss, "Li-jsigii ^k cf:.ir — in 

-i^ :r: z=z~.-<zr.i L^daifaiess; xriri:^ aTJii; 

±!ii witl ItT audi- .7 I.tt^ d:Ti r^-?r!%Ta.!t 

Bat ah ! nj m, d«e]: swaDov' i izL lis fill 

Is --'-Z-. i^LJX fsi'^ A. rlzae, e^:t rfee at aE : 



Xlag I 



diriz^isi ii parpetiial n; 



B O OKTIH. 



. t 



,^ 



■*? 












.1* ' — •- 



,^ 






Eivf. bleim: 1. 






BOOK III. EMBLEMS. 115 

Falls have their risings, wanings have their primes, 
And desp'rate sorrows wait their better times : 
Ebbs have their floods, and autumns have their 

springs : 
All states have changes hurried with the swings 
Of change and time, still tiding to and fro : 
Terrestrial bodies, and celestial too. 
How often have I vainly grop'd about, 
With lengthen'd arms, to find a passage out, 
That I might catch those beams mine eye desires. 
And bathe my soul in those celestial fires ! 
Like as the haggard,* cloister'd in her mew,t 
To scour her downy robes, and to renew 
Her broken flags, I preparing t' overlook 
The tim'rous maUard§ at the sliding brook. 
Jets II oft from perch to perch; from stockIT to 

ground ; 
From ground to window ; thus surveying round 
Her dove-befeather'd prison, till, at length 
(Calling her noble birth to mind, and strength 
Whereto her wing was born), her ragged beak 
Nips off her dangling jesses,** strives to break 
Her jingling fetters, and begins to batett 
At ev'ry glimpse, and darts at ev'ry grate : 1 1 
E'en so my weary soul, that long has been 
An inmate in this tenement of sin, 

* Haggard, a wild hawk. t Mew, a coop or cage. 

{ Flags, wing-feathers. § Mallard, a drake (water-fowl). 

11 Jets, hops. H Stock, perch ; that on which a bird rests. 

** Jesses, leather thongs that tied on the beUs. 

tt Bate, flutter her wings. U Grate, lattice. 
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Lock'd up by cloud-brow'd error, whicli invites 
My cloister'd thoughts to feed on black delights, 
Now scorns her shadows, and begins to dart 
Her wing'd desires at thee, that only art 
The sun she seeks, whose rising beams can fright 
These dusky clouds that make so dark a night : 
Shine forth, great Glory, shine ; that I may see 
Both how to loathe myself and honour thee : 
But, if my weakness force thee to deny 
Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye : 
If I must want those beams I wish, yet grant 
That I, at least, may wish those beams I want. 



S. August. Soliloq. Cap. xxxiii. 
There was a great and dark cloud of vanity before 
mine eyes, so that I eoiild not see the sun of justice and 
the light of truth. I, being the son of darkness, was 
involved ia darkness : I loved my darkness, because I 
knew not thy light : I was blind, and loved my bUnd- 
ness, and did walk from darkness to darkness : but, 
Lord, thou art my God, who hast led me firom dark- 
ness and the shadow of death ; hast called me iato his 
glorious light, and, behold, I see. 



Epig. 1, 
My soul, cheer up ; what if the night be long ? 
Heav'n finds an ear when sinners find a tongue : 
Thy tears are morning show'rs ; Heav'n bids me say, 
When Peter's cock begins to crow, 'tis day. 
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EMBLEM II. 

LORD, THOn KNOWEST MY FOOLISHNESS, ANB MY SINS AEE 
NOT HID EEOM THEE. — Psahn Ixix. 6. 

^EEST thou this fulsome idiot? In what 
measure 

He seems transported with the antic pleasure 
Of childish baubles ? Canst thou but admire 
The empty fulness of his vain desire ? 
Canst thou conceive such poor delights as these 
Can fill th' insatiate soul of man, or please 
The fond aspect of his deluded eye ? 
Eeader, such very fools art thou and I : 
False puffs of honour ; the deceitful streams 
Of wealth ; the idle, vain, and empty dreams 
Of pleasure, are our traffic, and ensnare 
Our souls, the threefold subject of our care : 
We toil for trash, we barter solid joys 
For airy trifles, sell our Heav'n for toys : 
We snatch at barley-grains, whilst pearls stand by 
Despis'd ; such very fools art thou and I. 
Aim'st thou at honour ? does not th' idiot shake it 
In his left hand ? Fond man, step forth and take it : 
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Or would'st thou wealth ? See how the fool presents 

thee 
With a fnll basket, if such wealth contents thee : 
Would'st thou take pleasure ? If the fool unstride 
His prancing stallion, thou may'st up, and ride : 
Pond man, such is the pleasure, wealth, and honour, 
That earth affords such fools as doat upon her ; 
Such is the game whereat earth's idiots fly ; 
Such idiots, ah ! such fools, art thou and I : 
Had rebel man's foolhardiness extended 
No further than himself, and there had ended, 
It had been just ; but, thus, enrag'd to fly 
Upon th' eternal eyes of Majesty, 
And drag the Son of Glory from the breast 
Of his indulgent Father ; to arrest 
His great and sacred person ; in disgrace 
To spit and spawl upon his sun-bright face ; 
To taunt him with base terms, and, being bound. 
To scourge his soft, his trembling sides ; to wound 
His head with thorns ; his heart with human fears ; 
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with 

spears ; 
And then to paddle in the purer stream 
Of his spilt blood, is more than most extreme : 
Great Builder of Mankind, canst thou propound 
All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound 
Thy handy- work ? ! canst thou choose but see. 
That mad'st the eye ? can ought be hid from thee ? 
Thou seest our persons, Loed, and not our guilt ; 
Thou seest not what thou may'st, but what thou 

wHt : 
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The hand that form'd us is enforc'd to be 
A screen set up betwixt thy work and thee : 
Look, look upon that hand, and thou shalt spy 
An open wound, a thoroughfare for thine eye ; 
Or if that wound be clos'd, that passage be 
Deny'd between thy gracious eye and me, 
Yet view the scar ; that scar will countermand 
Thy wrath : read my fortune in thy hand. 



S. Chrys. Horn. iv. in Joan. 
Fools seem to abound in wealth, when they want aU 
things ; they seem to enjoy happiness, when indeed 
they are only most miserable ; neither do they under- 
stand that they are deluded by their fancy, tiU they be 
dehvered from their foUy. 

S, Greg, in Mor. 
By so much the more are we inwardly fooHsh, by 
how much we strive to seem outwardly wise. 



Epig. 2. 
Eebellious fool, what has thy foUy done ? 
ControU'd thy God, and crucify'd his Son. 
How sweetly has the Lord of Ufe deceiv'd thee 1 
Thou shedd'st his blood, and that shed blood has sav'd 
thee. 



EMBLEM III. 

HAVE MERCY, LOBD, UPON ME, FOE I AM WEAK; O LORD, 
HEAL MB, FOR MY BONES ARE VEXED. — Psolm vi. 2. 

SOUL. JESUS. 

"^OUL. Ah ! Son of David, help. 

ife/ Jes. What sinful cry 

Implores the Son of David ? 

Soul. It is I. 

Jes. Who art thou ? 

Soul. Oh ! a deeply wounded breast 

That's heavy laden, and would fain have rest. 

•Jes. 1 have no scraps, and dogs must not be fed, 
Like household children, with the children's bread. 

Soul. True, Lokd; yet tolerate a hungry whelp 
To lick their crumbs : 0, Son of David, help. 

Jes. Poor soul, what ail'st thou ? 

Soul. 0, I burn, I fry ; 

I cannot rest ; I know not where to fly. 
To find some ease ; I turn my blubber'd face 
From man to man ; I roll from place to place ; 
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PfaW.6.1... 
JTrn/nle O/^frtl, nm/ c/irr my Tcr/JWiiU' eeupc ; 
MyBrTies- urr ivor'd : res/vi-c m>'£en/tA Sc Peace. . 
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T' avoid my tortures, to obtain relief, 
But still am dogg'd and haunted with my grief : 
My midnight torments call the sluggish light, 
And, when the morning's come, they woo the night. 

Jes. Surcease thy tears, and speak thy free desires. 

Soul, Quench, quench my flames, and 'suage these 
scorching fires. 

Jes. Canst thou beUeve my hand can cure thy 
grief ? 

Soul. Lord, I believe ; Loed, help my unbelief. 

Jes. Hold forth thine arm, and let my fingers try 
Thy pulse : where, chiefly, doth thy torment lie ? 

Soul. From head to foot ; it reigns in ev'ry pari, 
But plays the self-law'd tyrant in my heart. 

Jes. Canst thou digest ? canst relish wholesome 
food? 
How stands thy taste ? 

Soul. To nothing that is good : 

AU sinful trash, and earth's unsav'ry stuff, 
I can digest and relish well enough. 

Jes. Is not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns ? 

Soul. Cold to what's good; to what is bad it 
burns. 

Jes. How old's thy grief ? 

Send. I took it at the Fall 

With eating fruit. 

Jes. 'Tis epidemical : 

Thy blood's infected, and the infection sprung 
From a bad liver ; 'tis a fever strong, 
And full of death, unless with present speed 
A vein be open'd : thou must die, or bleed. 
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Soul. 0, I am faint and spent : that lance that 
shall 
Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal : 
My soul wants cordials, and has greater need 
Of blood, than (being spent so far) to bleed : 
I faint already ; if I bleed, I die. 

Jes. 'Tis either you must bleed, sick soul, or I : 
My blood's a cordial. He that sucks my veins 
Shall cleanse his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than these. Cheer up ; this precious blood of 

mine 
Shall cure thy grief ; my heart shaU bleed for thine. 
Believe, and view me with a faithful eye ; 
Thy soul shall neither languish, bleed, nor die. 



S. August. Ldb. x. Confess.. 
Lord, be merciful unto me I Ah me ! behold, I hide 
not my wounds ; thou art a Physician, and I am sick ; 
thou art merciful, and I am miserable. 

S. Greg, in Pastoral. 
wisdom, with how sweet an art doth thy wine and 
oil restore health to my healthless soul 1 How power- 
fully merciful, how mercifully powerful, art thou ! 
"Powerful for me, merciful to me I 



Epig. 8. 
Canst thou be sick, and such a Doctor by ? 
Thou canst not live, xmless thy Doctor die : 
Strange kind of grief, that finds no med'cine good 
To 'suage her pains, but the Physician's blood ! 



II 1 1 



3ac 
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EMBLEM IV. 



LOOK UPON MY AFFLICTION AND MY PAIN, AND FORGIVE ALL 

MY SINS.— PsaZro xxv. 18. 

fOTH work and strokes ? both lash and labour 
too? 
What more could Edom or proud Ashur do ? 
Stripes after stripes ; and blows succeeding blows ! 
LoKD, has thy scourge no mercy, and my woes 
No end ? my pains no ease, no intermission ? 
Is this the state, is this the sad condition, 
Of those that trust thee ? Will thy goodness please 
T' allow no other favours — none but these ? 
Will not the rhet'ric of my torments move ? 
Are these the symptoms, these the signs of love ? 
Is 't not enough, enough that I fulfil 
The toilsome task of thy laborious mill ? 
May not this labour expiate alid purge 
My sin, without th' addition of thy scourge ? 
Look on my cloudy brow, how fast it rains 
Sad show'rs of sweat, the fruits of fruitless pains : 
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Behold these ridges ; see what purple furrows 
Thy plough has made : think upon those sorrows, 
That once were thine ; wilt, wilt thou not be woo'd 
To mercy by the charms of sweat and blood ? 
Canst thou forget that drowsy mount, wherein 
Thy duU disciples slept ? was not my sin 
There punish'd in thy soul ? did not this brow 
Then sweat in thine ? were not those drops enow ? 
Eemember Golgotha, where that spring-tide 
O'erflow'd thy sov'reign, sacramental side : 
There was no sin, there was no guile in thee^ 
That caus'd those pains : thou sweat'st, thou 

bledd'st for me. 
Was there not blood enough, when one small drop 
Had pow'r to ransom thousand worlds, and stop 
The mouth of Justice ? Lord, I bled before 
In thy deep wounds ; can Justice challenge more ? 
Or dost thou vainly labour to hedge in 
Thy losses from my sides ? My blood is thin, 
And thy free bounty scorns such easy thrift ; 
No, no, thy blood came not as loan, but gift. 
But must I ever grind ? and must I earn 
Nothing but stripes ? wilt thou disaltern* 
The rest thou gav'st ? Hast thou perus'd the curse 
Thou laid'st on Adam's fall, and made it worse ? 
Canst thou repent of mercy ? Heav'n thought good 
Lost man should feed in sweat, not work in blood : 
Why dost thou wound th' already wounded breast ? 
Ah me ! my life is but a pain at best ; 

* Disaltern, set aside the alternate changes, stripes and rest 
common to man. 




Pl'alui.as-^^- 



T>chcU, VZord, rrcj/ XaboLu- caul no/ J\ul ; 
/''r'r(/ij-e riLV Strhf; ihr cli.asL'lun.c/Jlcuul.ri'^tfam,. 
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I am but dying dust ; my days a span ; 
What pleasure tak'st thou in the blood of man? 
Spare, spare thy scourge, and be not so austere ; 
Send fewer strokes, or lend more strength to bear. 



S. Bern, in Horn. Ixxxi. in Cant. 
Miserable man ! who shall deliver me from the 
reproach of this shameful bondage ? I am a miserable 
man, but a free man : free, because a man ; miserable, 
because a servant : in regard of my bondage, miserable ; 
in regard of my will, inexcusable : for my will, that 
was free, beslaved itself to sin, by assenting to sin ; 
for he that committeth sin is the servant of sin. 



Epig. 4. 
Tax not thy God : thine own defaults did urge 
This twofold punishment : the miU, the scourge. 
Thy sin's the author of thy self-tormenting : 
Thou grind'st for sinning ; scourg'd for not repenting. 



EMBLEM V. 

REMEMBER, 1 BESEECH THEE, THAT THOU HAST MADE ME 
AS THE clay; and WILT THOn BEING ME INTO DUST 
AGAIN ? — Joh X. 9. 

,HUS from the bosom of the new-made earth • 
Poor man was delv'd,* and had his unborn 
birth : 
The same the stuff ; the self-same hand doth trim 
The plant that fades, the beast that dies, and him : 
One was their sire, one was their common mother ; 
Plants are his sisters, and the beast his brother : 
The elder too : beasts draw the self-same breath, 
Wax old alike, and die the self-same death 
i'lants grow as he, with fairer robes array'd ; 
Alike they flourish, and alike they fade : 
The beast in sense exceeds him ; and in growth. 
The three-ag'd oak doth thrice exceed them both. 
Why look'st thou then so big, thou little span 
Of earth ? what art thou more in being man ? 

* Delved, dug. 



BOOK- m. 











E-MlBLElyC .5. 



JoJj. 10.9 . 
//mil tii/'ri-.J^rrcl, /Jial J nihs- m<ijc /ronh Clay, 
A^ur til dcy WredA- ccrLstin-bC rm- gaitcan'iiy . 
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I,* but my great Creator did inspire 
My chosen earth with that diviner fire 
Of reason : gave me judgment, and a will ; 
That, to know good ; this, to choose good from ill : 
He put the reins of pow'r in my free hand. 
And jurisdiction over sea and land : 
He gave me art to lengthen out my span 
Of life, and made me all in being man. 
I,* but that passion has committed treason 
Against the sacred person of thy reason : 
Thy judgment is corrupt ; perverse thy will ; 
That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill : 
The greater height sends down the deeper fall ; 
And good declin'd, turns bad, turns worst of all. 
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can 
Thy greatness claim the more in being man ? 
! but my soul transcends the pitch of nature, 
Borne up by th' image of her high Creator ; 
Outbraves the life of Eeason, and bears down 
Her waxen wings, kicks off her brazen crown. 
My heart's a living temple t' entertain 
The King of Glory, and his glorious train : 
How can I mend my title, then ? where can 
Ambition find a higher style than Man ? 
Ah ! but that image is defac'd and soil'd ; 
Her temples raz'd, her altars all defil'd 1 
Her vessels are polluted, and distain'd 
With loathed lust ; her ornaments profan'd ; 
Her oil-forsaken lamps and hallow'd tapers 
Put out ; her incense breathes unsav'ry vapours : 
* I, Ay. 
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Why swell'st thou then so big, thou little span 

Of earth ? what art thou more in being man ? 

Eternal Potter, whose blest hands did lay 

My coarse foundation from a sod of clay. 

Thou kaow'st my slender vessel's apt to leak ; 

Thou know'st my brittle temper's prone to break : 

Are my bones Brazil, or my flesh of oak ? 

0, mend what thou hast made, what I have broke : 

Look, look with gentle eyes, and in thy day 

Of vengeance. Lord, remember I am clay. 



S. Aufjust. Soliloq. xxxii. 

Shall I ask, who made me ? It was thou that madest 
me, without whom nothing was made : thou art my 
Maker, and I thy work. I thank thee, my Lokd God, 
by whom I hve, and by whom aU things subsist, 
becaiise thou madest me ; I thank thee, my Potter, 
because thy hands have made me, because thy hands 
have formed me. 



Epif/. 5. 
"Why swell'st thou, man, puft'Vl up with fame and 

purse ? 
Th' art better earth, but born to dig the worse : 
Thou cam'st from earth, to earth thou must return ; 
And art but earth, cast from the womb to th' urn. 



B o ok: m. 




ETVCB LElVl 



Job. y, 20. 
Zord. I fitUH' ^utn^ .' vrf (Vt .' /'clie-fe mv ('>iT'e. 
A\'r ,1-r/ ///(' ns a^fark tJiV Wrath to [far . 



EMBLEM VI. 

r HAVE sinned; what shall I DO UNTO THEE, THOU 
PKESEEVBK OF MEN ? WHY HAST THOU SET ME AS A MARK 
AGAINST THEE ? — Joh vii. 20. 

^jjg' OED, I have done ; and, Lord, I have mis- 
s=r^ done ; 

'Tis folly to contest, to strive with one 
That is too strong ; 'tis folly to assail 
Or prove an arm, that will, that must, prevail. 
I've done, I've done ; these trembling hands have 

thrown 
Their daring weapons down : the day's thine own : 
Forbear to strike where thou hast won the field ; 
The palm, the palm is thine : I yield, I yield. 
These treach'rous hands, that were so vainly bold 
To try a thriveless* combat, and to hold 
Self-wounding weapons up, are now extended 
For mercy from thy hand ; that knee that bended 
Upon her guardless guard,t doth now repent 
Upon this naked floor ; see, both are bent, 

• Thriveless, ttnsuocessful. f A term in fencing. 

9 



130 EMBLEMS. BOOK HI. 

And sue for pity : 0, my ragged wound 

Is deep and desp'rate, it is drencli'd and drown'd 

In blood and briny tears : it doth begin 

To stink without, and putrefy 'within. 

Let that victorious hand, that now appears 

Just in my blood, prove gracious to my tears : 

Thou great Preserver of presumptuous man, 

What shall I do ? what satisfaction can 

Poor dust and ashes make ? 0, if that blood, 

That yet remains unshed, were half as good 

As blood of oxen ; if my death might be 

An offring to atone my God and me ; 

I would disdain injurious life, and stand 

A suitor to be wounded from thy hand. 

But may thy wrongs be measur'd by the span 

Of Hfe, or balanc'd with the blood of man ? 

No, no, eternal sin expects, for guerdon,* 

Eternal penance, or eternal pardon : 

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away, 

And pardon him that hath no price to pay ; 

Enlarge that soul, which base presumption binds ; 

Thy justice cannot lose what mercy finds : 

thou, that wilt not bruise the broken reed, 

Eub not my sores, nor prick the wounds that bleed. 

Lord, if the peevish infant fights, and flies. 

With unpar'd weapons, at his mother's eyes. 

Her frowns (half-mix'd with smiles) may chance to 

show 
An angry love-tick on his arm, or so ; 
Where, if the babe but make a Hp, and cry, 

' Gverdon, reword. 
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Her heart begins to melt, and by and by, 

She coaks * his dewy cheeks ; her babe she blesses, 

And chokes her language with a thousand kisses. 

I am that child : lo, here I prostrate lie, 

Pleading for mercy ; I repent, and cry 

For gracious pardon : let thy gentle ears 

Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears : 

See not my frailties, Loed, but through my fear, 

And look on ev'ry trespass through a tear : 

Then calm thine anger, and appear more mild ; 

Eemember thou'rt a Father, I a child. 



S. Bern. Ser. xxi. in Cant. 
Miserable man ! who shall deliver me from the re- 
proach of this shameful bondage ? I am a miserable 
man, but a free man : free, because like to God ; miser- 
able, because against God. Keeper of Mankind, 
why hast thou set me as a mark against thee ? Thou 
hast set me, because thou hast not hindered me : It is 
just that thy enemy should be my enemy, and that he 
who repugneth thee should repugn t me : I, who am 
against thee, am against myself. 



Ej'ig. 6. 
But form'd, and fight ! but bom, and then rebel 1 
How small a blast will make a bubble swell ! 
But dares the floor affront the hand that laid it ? 
So apt is dust to fly in 's face that made it. 
* Coaks, soothes. t B.i"pugn, be against, or contrary to. 



EMBLEM VII. 

WHEREFORE HinEST THOTJ THY FACE, AND HOLDEST ME POfi 
THINE ENEMY ? — Joh Xui. 24. 




, HY dost thou shade thy lovely face ? why 
Does that eclipsing hand so long deny 
The smishiae of thy soul-enliv'ning eye ? 

Without that Hght, what light remains in me ? 
Thou art my Life, my Way, my Light ; in thee 
I liye, I move, and by thy beams I see. 

Thou art my Life ; if thou but turn away. 

My life's a thousand deaths : thou art my Way ; 

Without thee, Lokd, I travel not, but stray. 

My Light thou art ; without thy glorious sight. 
Mine eyes are darken'd with perpetual night : 
My God, thou art my Way, my Life, my Light. 

Thou ai-t my Way ; I wander, if thou fly : 
Thou art my Light ; if hid, how blind am I ! 
Thou art my Life ; if thou withdraw, I die. 



£ o ok:iii. 




E'mble-^j: 7. 



Job .1'-^. '2.^. . 
^cs-h-rr /tic L<ri{ : /t/ ttn (((fain finil Cracc . 
And fmU' ni'7/ir7-i- tht^ Olci'i'e.'^' cflkv J^ace . 



BOOK m. EMBLEMS. 133 

Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot see ; 
To whom, or whither, shoiild my darkness flee. 
But to the light ? and who's that light but thee ? 

My path is lost, my wandering steps do stray ; 

I cannot safely go, nor safely stay : 

"Whom should I seek but thee, my Path, my Way ? 

0, I am dead : to whom shall I, poor I, 
Eepair ? To whom shall my poor ashes fly 
For life ? and where is life hut in thine eye ? 

And yet thou tm-n'st away thy face, and fly'st me 
And yet I sue for grace, and thou deny'st me : 
Speak, art thou angry, Lokd, or only try'st me ? 

Unscreen those heav'nly lamps, or tell me why 
Thou shad'st thy face : perhaps thou think' st no eye 
Can view those flames, and not drop down and die, 

K that be all, shine forth, and draw thee nigher ; 
Let me hehold and die, for my desire 
Is, phcenix-like, to perish in that fire. 

Death-conquer'd Laz'rus was redeem'd by thee : 
If I am dead, Lobd, set Death's pris'ner free ; 
Am I more spent, or stink I worse than he ? 

If my pnffd life he out, give leave to tine* 

My flameless snuff at that hright lamp of thine : 

what's thy light the less for lighting mine ? 

* Title, to light np. 
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If I have lost my path, great Shepherd, say, 
Shall I still wander in a doubtful way ? 
LoBD, shall a lamb of Israel's sheepfold stray? 

Thou art the pilgrim's path ; the blind man's eye ; 
The dead man's life : on thee my hopes rely : 
If thou remove, I err, I grope, I die. 

Disclose thy sunbeams, close thy wings, and stay ; 
See, see how I am blind, and dead, and stray, 
thou that art my Light, my Life, my Way. 



S. August. Soliloq. Cap. i. 
Why dost thou hide thy face ? Haply thou wilt say, 
None can see thy face and live : Ah, Lord, let me die, 
that I may see thee ; let me see thee, that I may die : 
I would not live, but die : that I may see Christ, I 
desire death ; that I may live with Christ, I despise 

Ufe. 

Anselm. Med. Gap. v. 

excellent hiding, which is become my perfection ! 
My God, thou hidest thy treasure, to kindle my desire ; 
thou hidest the pearl, to inflame the seeker; thou 
delayest to give, that thou mayest teach me to impor- 
tune ; seemest not to hear, to make me persevere. 



Epig. 7. 
If Heav'n's all-quick'ning eyes vouchsafe to shine 
Upon our souls, we slight ; if not, we whine : 
Our equinoctial hearts can never lie 
Secure beneath the tropics of that eye. 



B o o k: m. 
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Jex. Q .X. 
/r> s-frecu/t /I'ff/i //cars nj-op-£?r/io7iW to rnr S'ui ; 



EMBLEM VIII. 

OH THAT MY HEAD WEEB WATERS, AND MINE EYES A FOUN- 
TAIN OP TEARS, THAT I MIGHT WEEP DAY AND NIGHT. — 

Jeremiah ix. 1. 

THAT mine eyes were springs, and could 
c^!^ transform 
Their drops to seas, my sighs into a storm 
Of zeal, and sacred violence, wherein 
This lab'ring vessel, laden with her sin, 
Might suffer sudden shipwreck, and be split 
Upon that Eock, where my drench'd soul may sit. 
O'erwhelm'd with plenteous passion : 0, and there 
Drop, drop into an everlasting tear ! 
Ah me ! that ev'ry sliding vein that wanders 
Through this vast isle, did work her wild meanders 
In brackish' tears instead of blood, and swell 
This flesh with holy dropsies, from whose well, 
Made warm with sighs, may fume my wasting 

breath. 
Whilst I dissolve in steams and reek* to death ! 

* Reek, to wear away ; as, " His sickness reelis him.'' 
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These narrow sluices of my dribbling eyes 

Are much too strait for those quick springs that 

rise, 
And hourly fill my temples to the top ; 
I cannot shed for ev'ry sin a drop. 
Great Builder of Mankind, why hast thou sent 
Such swelling floods, and made so smaU a vent ? 
that this flesh had been compos'd of snow. 
Instead of earth ; and bones of ice ; that so. 
Feeling the fervour of my sin, and loathing 
The fire I feel, I might be thaw'd to nothing ! 
thou that didst, with hopeful joy, entomb 
Me thrice three moons in thy laborious womb, 
And then, with joyful pain, brought'st forth a son, 
What, worth thy labour, has thy labour done ? 
What was there, ah ! what was there in my birth 
That could deserve the easiest smile of mirth ? 
A man was born : alas ! and what's a man ? 
A scuttle full of dust, a measur'd span 
Of flitting time ; a furnish'd pack,* whose wares 
Are sullen griefs, and soul-tormenting cares : 
A vale of tears ; a vessel tunn'd with breath. 
By sickness broach'd, to be drawn out by death : 
A hapless, helpless thing, that, born, does cry 
To feed ; that feeds to live ; that lives to die. 
Great God and Man, whose eyes spent drops so 

often 
For me, that cannot weep enough, soften 
These marble brains, and strike this flinty rock ; 
Or, if the music of thy Peter's cock 

* Pack, a bundle or parcel of oonunodities packed up. 
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Will more prevail, fill, fill my heark'ning ears 
With that sweet sound, that I may melt in tears : 
I cannot weep until thou broach mine eye ; 
give me vent, or else I burst, and die. 



S. Ambros. in Psal, exviii. 
He that commits sins to be wept for, cannot weep for 
sins committed ; and, being himself most lamentable, 
hath no tears to lament his offenceSi 

Nazianz. Orat. iii. 
Tears are the deluge of sin, and the world's sacrifice. 

S. Hieron. in Esaiam. 
Prayer appeases God, but a tear compels him : that 
moves him, but this constrains him. 



Epig. 8. 
Earth is an island ported round with fears ; 
The way to Heav'n is through the sea of tears : 
It is a stormy passage, where is found 
The wreck of many a ship, but no man drown' d. 



EMBLEM IX. 



THE SOEEOWS OF HELL COMPASSED ME ABOTJT, AND THE 
SNAEES OF DEATH PEEVENTED ME. — Psahn XXviu. 5. 

fS not this type well cut ? in ev'ry part 
Full of rich cunning ? fill'd with Zeuxian art ? 
Are not the hunters, and their Stygian hounds, 
Limn'd full to th' life ? Didst ever hear the sounds. 
The music, and the lip-divided breaths. 
Of the strong-winded horn, reeheats,* and deaths. 
Done more exact ? th' infernal Nimrod's halloo ? 
The lawless purlieus ? t and the game they follow ? 
The hidden engines ? and the snares that lie 
So undiscoTcr'd, so obscure to th' eye ? 
The new-drawn net, and her entangled prey ? 
And him that closes it ? Beholder, say. 
Is 't not well done ? seems not an em'lous strife 
Betwixt the rare cut picture and the life ? 
These purlieu men are devils ; and the hounds 
(Those quick-nos'd cannibals that scour the 
grounds) 

* Reeheats (a hunting term), when the horn blows to a retreat 
from a false scent. t Purlieus, forbidden ground. 
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Pin'J m. 18 . 5 . 
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Temptations ; and the game the fiends pursue 
Are human souls, which still they have in view ; 
Whose fury if they chance to 'scape by flying. 
The skilful hunter plants his net, close lying 
On th' unsuspected earth, baited with treasure, 
Ambitious honour, and self -wasting pleasure ; 
Where if the soul but stoop, Death stands prepar'd 
To draw the net, and, drawn, the soul's insnar'd. 
Poor soul ! how art thou hurried to and fro ! 
Where canst thou safely stay ? where safely go ? 
If stay ; these hot-mouth'd hounds are apt to tear 

thee : 
If go ; the snares enclose, the nets ensnare thee : 
What good in this bad world has pow'r t' invite thee 
A willing guest ? wherein can earth delight thee ? 
Her pleasures are but itch ; her wealth but cares ; 
A world of dangers, and a world of snares : 
The close pursuer's busy hands do plant 
Snares in thy substance ; snares attend thy want : 
Snares in thy credit ; snares in thy disgrace ; 
Snares in thy high estate ; snares in thy base ; 
Snares tuck thy bed; and snares surround thy 

board ; 
Snares watch thy. thoughts ; and snares attach thy 

word; 
Snares in thy quiet ; snares in thy commotion ; 
Snares in thy diet ; snares in thy devotion ; 
Snares lurk in thy resolves, snares in thy doubt ; 
Snares lie within thy heart, and snares without ; 
Snares are above thy head, and snares beneath ; 
Snares in thy sickness ; snares are in thy death. 
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Oh ! if these purlieus be so full of danger, 

Great God of hearts, the world's sole sov'reign 

Eanger, 
Preserve thy deer ; and let my soul be blest 
In thy safe forest, where I seek for rest ; 
Then let the hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill ; 
Eouse me they may, but have no pow'r to kiU. 



8. Amhros. Lib. iv. in Cap. iv. in Lmc. 
The reward' of honours, the height of power, the 
delicacy of diet, and the beauty of a harlot, are the 
snares of the devU. 

S. Amhros. de Bono Mortis. 

WhUst thou seekest pleasures, thou runnest into 
snares; for the eye of the harlot is the snare of the 
adulterer. 

Savanar. 

In eating, he sets before us gluttony ; in generation, 
luxury ; in labour, sluggishness ; ia conversing, envy ; 
in governing, covetousness ; in correcting, anger ; in 
honour, pride ; in the heart he sets evil thoughts ; in 
the mouth, evil words ; in actions, evil works ; when 
awake, he moves us to evil actions ; when asleep, to 
filthy dreams. 



Epif). 9. 
Be sad, my heart ! deep dangers wait thy mirth ; 
Thy soul's waylaid by sea, by hell, by earth : 
Hell has her hounds ; earth, snares ; the sea, a shelf ; 
But, most of all, my heart, beware thyself. 




(*J^07-(i, le&not thy t^tcdf merit re ^eyi'f^tt , 
^rr ui t/\v ^i^Jit.M'/fnt Srui ^•orn Sin is clear J 



EMBLEM X. 

ENTER NOT INTO JUDGMENT WITH THY SERVANT; FOR IN THV 
SIGHT SHALL NO MAN LIVING BE JUSTIFIED. — Psolm 

cxliii. 2. 

JESUS. JUSTICE. SINNER. 

*t|Jr£»Sf7/S. Bring ioAh the pris'ner, Justice. 
c^ Just. Thy commands 

Are done, just Judge : see, here the pris'ner stands. 

Jes. What has the pris'ner done ? Say what's 
the cause 
Of his commitment ? 

Just. He hath broke the laws 

Of his too gracious God ; conspir'd the death 
Of that great Majesty that gave him breath ; 
And heaps transgression. Lord, upon transgi'ession. 

Jes. How know'st thou this ? 

Just. , E'en by his own confession : 

His sins are crying ; and they cry'd aloud : 
They cry'd to Heav'n, they cry'd to Heav'n for 
' blood. 
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Jes. What say'st thou, sinner ? hast thou ought 
to plead 
That sentence should not pass? Hold up thy 

head, 
And show thy brazen, thy rebellious face. 

Sin. Ah me ! I dare not : I'm too vile and base 
To tread upon thy earth, much more to lift 
Mine eyes to Heav'n : I need no other shrift * 
Than my own conscience : Lord, I must confess, 
I am no more than dust, and no whit less 
Than my indictment styles me : ah ! if thou 
Search too severe, with too severe a brow. 
What flesh can stand? I have transgress'd thy 

laws ; 
My merits plead thy vengeance ; not my cause. 

Just. Lord, shall I strike the blow ? 

Jes. Hold, Justice, stay : 

Sinner, speak on ; what hast thou more to say ? 

Sin. Vile as I am, and of myself abhorr'd, 
I am thy handy- work, thy creature, Loed, 
Stamp'd with thy glorious image, and at first 
Most like to thee, though now a poor accurst, 
Convicted caitiff, and degen'rous creature. 
Here trembling at thy bar. 

Just. Thy fault's the greater. 

LoED, shall I strike the blow ? 

Jes. Hold, Justice, stay : 

Speak, sinner; hast thou nothing more to say ? 

* Shrift, confession ; on old word for auricular oonfession witii 
Papists. 
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Sin. Nothing but mercy, mercy, Loed ! my state 
Is miserably poor and desperate ; 
I quite renounce myself, the world, and flee 
From Lord to Jestjs, from thyself to thee. 

Just. Cease thy vain hopes ; my angry God has 
Tow'd : 
Abused mercy must have blood for blood : 
Shall I yet strike the blow ? 

Jes. Stay, Justice, hold ; 

My bowels yearn, my fainting blood grows cold, 
To view the trembling wretch ; methinks I spy 
My Father's image in the pris'ner's eye. 

Just. I cannot hold. 

Jes. Then turn thy thirsty blade 

Into my sides ; let there the wound be made : 
Cheer up, dear soul ; redeem thy life with mine : 
My soul shall smart, my heart shall bleed for thine. 

Sin. groundless* deeps ! love beyond degree! 
Th' offended dies to set th' offender free. 



S. Aiigiist. 
Loed, if I have done that for which thou mayest 
damn me, thou hast not lost that whereby thou mayest 
save me : remember not, sweet Jesus, thy justice 
against the sinner, but thy benignity towards thy 
creature : remember not to proceed against a guilty 
soul, but remember thy mercy towards a miserable 
wretch :' forget the insolence of the provoker, and be- 
hold the misery of the invoker ; for what is Jesus but 
a Saviour. 

• Groundless, withont bottom. 1 
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Anselm. 
Have respect to what tliy Son hath done for me, and 
forget what my sins have done against thee : my flesh 
hath provoked thee to vengeance; let the flesh of 
Christ move thee to mercy : It is much that my rebel- 
lions have deserved ; but it is more that my Bedeemer 
hath merited. 



Epig. 10. 

Mercy of mercies ! He that was my drudge 
Is now my Advocate, is now my Judge : 
He suffers, pleads, and sentences alone : 
Three I adore, and yet adore but One. 
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EMBLEM XI. 

LET NOT THE WATER-FLOOD OVERFLOW ME, NEITHER LET THE 

DEEP SWALLOW ME UP. — Psalm Ixix. 15. 

'T^HE world's a sea; my flesli a ship that's 

"(i^ maim'd 

With lab'ring thoughts, and steer'd by Eeason's 

hand : 
My heart's the seaman's card,* whereby she sails 
My loose affections are the greater sails : 
The topsail is my fancy ; and the gusts 
That fill these wanton sheets axe worldly lusts : 
Pray'r is the cable, at whose end appears 
The anchor Hope, ne'er slipp'd but in our fears : 
My will's th' iaconstant pUot, that commands 
The stagg'ring keel ; my sins are like the sands : 
Repentance is the bucket ; and my eye 
The pump, unus'd (but in extremes) and dry : 
My conscience is the plummet, that doth press 
The deeps, but seldom cries, A fathom less : 
Smooth calm's secmity ; the gulf, despair ; j 

* Card, sheet, cable; sea teims— oil of them proper andteantiful^- 
10 
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My freight's corruption, and this life's my fare : 
My soul's the passenger, confus'dly driv'n 
From fear to fright ; her landing port is Heav'n. 
My seas are stormy, and my ship doth leak ; 
My sailors rude ; my steersman faint and -weak : 
My canvas torn, it flaps from side to side : 
My cable's crack'd ; my anchor's sHghtly ty'd : 
My pilot's craz'd ; my shipwreck sands are cloak'd ; 
My bucket's broken, and my pump is chok'd ; 
My calm's deceitful, and my gulf too near ; 
My wares are slubber'd, and my fare's too dear : 
My plummet's light, it cannot sink nor sound ; 
Oh, shall my rock-bethreaten'd soul be drown'd ? 
Lord, still the seas, and shield my ship from 

harm ! 
Instruct my sailors, guide my steersman's arm : 
Touch thou my compass, and renew my sails ; 
Send stiffer courage, or send milder gales : 
Make strong my cable, bind my anchor faster ; 
Direct my pilot, and be' thou his master : 
Object the sands to my more serious view ; 
Make sound my bucket, bore my pump anew : 
New-cast my plummet, make it apt to try 
Where the rocks lurk, and where the quicksands 

lie; 
Guard thou the gulph with love, my calms with 

care : 
Cleanse thou my freight ; accept my slender fare ; 
Eefresh the sea-sick passenger ; cut short 
His voyage ; land him in his wished port : 
Thou, thou whom winds and stormy seas obey. 
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That through the deeps gav'st grumbling Isr'el way, 
Bay to my soul, Be safe ; and then mine eye 
Shall scorn grim Death, although grim Death 

stand by. 
thou whose strength-reviving arm did cherish 
Thy sinking Peter, at the point to perish, 
Eeach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave ; 
I'll come, I'll come : the voice that calls will save. 



S. Ambros. Apol. post, pro David. Cap. iii. 

The confidence of lust makes a great tempest, which 
in this sea disturbeth the seafaring soiil, that reason 
cannot govern it. 

8. Aitgust. Soliloq. Cap. xxxv. 

We labour in a boisterous sea : thou standest upon 
the shore, and seest our dangers ; give us grace to hold 
a middle course between Scylla and Oharybdis, that 
both dangers escaped, we may arrive at our port 
secure. 



Epig. 11. 

My soul, the seas are rough, and thou a stranger 
In these false coasts ; keep aloof ; there's danger : 
Cast forth thy plummet ; see, a rock appears ; 
Thy ship wants sea-room ; make it with thy tears. 



10* 



EMBLEM XII. 

THAT THOU WOULDEST HIDE MB IN THE GEAVE, THAT THOB 
WOULDEST KEEP ME IN SECEET, UNTIL THY WEATH BE PAST. 

— Job xiv. 13. 

WHITHEE shall I flee ? what path untrod 
Shall I seek out, to 'scape the flaming rod 
Of my offended, of my angry God ? 

Where shall I sojourn ? what kind sea wiU hide 
My head from thunder ? where shall I abide, 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid aside ? \ 

What if my feet should take their hasty flight. 
And seek protection in the shades of night ? 
Alas ! no shades can bliad the God of light. 

What if my soul should take the wings of day, 
And find some desert ? If she spring away, 
The wings of Vengeance clip* as fast as they. 

What if some solid rock should entertain j 
My frighted soul ? Can solid rocks restrain 
The stroke of Justice, and not cleave in twain ? 
• Clip, cut the air, or fly. 



B O OKTH. 




emblem: j-2. 



Job 34, , i;i . 

f'.' l/inl lrcll/</ .i;'iiif .vriTCl pl/irr- r.K-/i/f/r , 
Uh /iiVti' mc'/i// the J/aiir rf ffrri/// /-n ,',■/■.' 
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Nor sea, nor shade, nor shield, nor rock, nor cave, 

Nor silent deserts, nor the sullen grave, 

Where flame-ey'd Fury means to smite, can save. 

The seas will part, graves open, rocks mil split ; 
The shield wilL cleave ; the frighted shadows flit ; 
Where Justice aims, her fiery darts must hit. 

No, no, if stern-hrow'd Vengeance means to thunder. 
There is no place above, beneath, nor under. 
So close, but will unlock, or rive in sunder. 

'Tis vain to flee ; 'tis neither here nor there 
Can 'scape that hand untU that hand forbear ; 
Ah me ! where is he not, that's ev'rywhere ? 

'Tis vain to flee ; till gentle Mercy show 

Her better eye, the farther off we go. 

The swing of Justice deals the mightier blow. 

Th' ingenuous child, corrected, doth not fly 
His angry mother's hand, but clings more nigh. 
And quenches with his tears her flaming eye. 

Shadows are faithless, and the rocks are false ; 
No trust in brass, no trust in marble walls ; 
Poor cots are e'en as safe as princes' halls. 

Great God ! there is no safety here below ; 
Thou art my fortress, though thou seem'st my foe ; 
'Tis thou, that strik'st the stroke, must guard the 
blow. 
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Thou art my God, by thee I fall or stand ; 
Thy grace hath giv'n me courage to withstand 
All tortures but my conscience, and thy hand. 

I know thy justice is thyself ; I know, 

Just God, thy very self is mercy too ; 

If not to thee, where, whither should I go ? 

Then work thy will ; if passion bid me flee. 
My reason shall obey ; my wings shall be 
Stretch'd out no further than from thee to thee. 



S. August, in Psal. xxx. 

Whither fly I ? to what place can I safely fly ? to 
what mountain ? to what den ? to what strong house ? 
what castle shall I hold ? what walls shall hold me ? 
whithersoever I go, myself foUoweth me: for what- 
soever thou fliest, man, thou mayest, but thy own 
conscience : wheresoever, Loed, I go, I find thee; if 
angry, a revenger; if appeased, a redeemer: what 
way have I, but to fly from thee to thee ? That thou 
mayest avoid thy God, address thee to thy Lobd. 



Epig. 12. 

Hath Vengeance foimd thee ? can thy fears command 
No rocks to shield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
Enow'st thou not where to 'scape ? I'U teU thee where : 
My soul, make clean thy conscience ; hide thee there. 




Job . 10.20. 
'frJXiv.i' iiir /! II .■ .vfuire //iriyi /iiv ^pr/eil }}rctlt/l .■ 
J'/ir r,'/aj'r jwm.^/tixf f/int vie/iL- me iifi /f /)cat/i . 
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ARE NOT MY DAYS FEW? CEASE THEN, AND LET ME ALONE, 
THAT I MAY TAKE COMFORT A LITTLE. Joh X. 20. 

|j^ Y glass is half unspent ; forbear t' arrest 
^^^ My thriftless day too soon : my poor request 
Is that my glass may run but out the rest. 

My time-devoured minutes will be done 
Without thy help ; see, see how swift they run ; 
Cut not my thread before my thread be spun. 

The gain's not great I purchase by this stay ; 
What loss sustain'st thou by so small delay, 
To whom ten thousand years are but a day ? 

My following eye can hardly make a shift 
To count my winged hours ; they fly so swift. 
They scarce deserve the bounteous name of gift. 

The secret wheels of hurrying Time do give 
So short a warning, and so fast they drive, 
That I am dead before I seem to live. 



152 EMBLEMS. BOOK HI- 

And what's a life ? A weary pilgrimage, 
Whose glory, in one day, doth fill the stage 
With childhood, manhood, and decrepit age. 

And what's a life ? The flourishing array 
Of the proud summer-meadow, which to-day 
Wears her green plugh, and is, to-morrow, hay. 

And what's a life ? A blast sustain'd with clothing, 
Maintain'd with food, retain'd with vile self-loathing, 
Then weary of itself, again to nothing. ^ 

Eead, on this dial, how the shades devour 

My short-liv'd winter's day ; hour eats up hour ; 

Alas ! the total's but from eight to four. 

Behold these lilies (which thy hands have made 

Fair copies of my life, and open laid 

To view), how soon they droop, how soon they fade ! 

Shade not that dial night will blind too soon ; 
My non-ag'd day already points to noon : 
How simple is my suit ! how small my boon ! 

Nor do I beg this slender inch, to whUe 

The time away, or falsely to beguile 

My thoughts with joy; here's nothing worth a smile 

No, no : 'tis not to please my wanton ears 
With frantic mirth : I beg but hours, not years : 
And what thou giv'st me, I will give to tears. 
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Draw not that soul which would be rather led ; 
That seed has yet not broke my serpent's head : 

shall I die before my sins are dead ? 

Behold these rags ; am I a fitting guest 
To taste the dainties of thy royal feast, 
With hands and faoe unwash'd, ungirt, unblest ? 

First, let the Jordan streams (that find supplies 

From the deep fountain of my heart) arise. 

And cleanse my spots, and clear my lep'rous eyes. 

1 have a world of sins to be lamented ; 

I have a sea of tears that must be vented : 
spare till then ; and then I die contented. 



S. August. Lib. vii. de Cioit. Dei. Gap. x. 
The time wherein we live is taken from the space of 
our life ; and what remaineth is daily made less and 
less, insomuch that the time of our life is nothing but 
a passage to death. 

S. Ch-eg. Lib, ix. Cap. Ixiv. in Job. 
As moderate aflictions bring tears, so immoderate 
take away tears ; insomuch that sorrow beoometh no 
sorrow, which, swallowing up the mind of the afflicted, 
taketh away the sense of the affliction. 



Epig. 13. 
Fear'st thou to go when such an arm invites thee ? 
Dread'st thou thy loads of sin ? or what afErights thee ? 
If thou begin to fear, thy fear begins : 
Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy sins ? 



EMBLEM XIV. 

O THAT THEY WEHE WISE, THAT THEY UNDERSTOOD THIS, 
THAT THEY WOULD CONSIDER THEIB LATTER END. — Beut. 

xxxii. 29. 

FLESH. SPIEIT. 



slE^ijB/S'ir. What means my sister's -eyes so oft to 

.S% pass 

Through the long entry of that optic glass ? 

Tell me ; what secret virtue doth invite 

Thy wrinkled eye ta such unknown delight ? 

Sp. It helps the sight, makes things remote 
appear 
In perfect view ; it draws the object near. 

Fl. What sense-delighting objects dost thou spy? 
^What doth that glass present before thine eye ? 

Sp. I see thy foe, my reconciled friend, 
^Grim Death, e'en standing at the glass's end : 
I His left hand holds a branch of palm ; his right 
Holds forth a two-edg'd sword. 

Fl. A proper sight ! 

And is this all ? doth thy prospective please 
Th' abused fancy with no shapes but these ? 
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Sp. Tes, I behold the darken'd sun bereav'n 
Of all his light ; the battlementa of Heav'n 
Swelt'riag in flames ; the angel-guarded Son 
Of glory on his high tribunal throne : 
I see a brimstone sea of boiling fire. 
And fiends, 'with knottedj^pa. of flaming wire, 
Tort'ring poor souIb, that gnash their teeth in vain, 
And gnaw their flame-tormented tongues for pain. 
Look, sister, how the queasy-stomach'd* graves 
Vomit their dead, and how the purple waves 
Scald their consumeless bodies, strongly cursing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nursing. 

Fl. Can thy distemper'd fancy take delight 
In view of tortures ? these are shows t'affiright : 
Look in this glass triangular ; look here ; 
Here's that will ravish eyes. 

Sp. What seest thou there ? 

Fl. The world in colours ; colouis that disdain 
The cheeks of Proteus, or the silken traiu 
Of Flora's nymphs ; such various sorts of hue 
As sim-confronting L-is never knew : 
Here, if thou please to beautify a town, 
Thou may'st ; or, with a hand, turn't upside down : 
Here may'st thou scant or widen by the measure 
Of thine own will ; make short or long at pleasure : 
Here may'st thoa tire thy fancy, and advise 
With shows more apt to please more curious eyes. 

Sp. Ah, fool! that doat'st on vain, on presen!; 
toys. 
And disrespect'st those true, those future joys ! 

* Queasy-stomached, sick at stotaach, apt to Tomit. 
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How strongly are thy thoughts befool'd, alas ! 
To doat on goods that perish with thy glass ! 
Nay, vanish with the turning of a hand ! 
Were they but painted colours, it might stand 
With painted reason that they might devote thee ; 
But things that have no being to besot thee ! 
Foresight of future torment is the way 
To balk those ills which present joys bewray. 
As thou hast fool'd thyself, so now come hither ; 
Break that fond glass, and let's be wise together 



S. Bonavent. de Contemptu Saculi. 

that men would be wise, and imderstand, and 
foresee. Be wise, to know three things : the multitude 
of those that are to be damned ; the few nimiber of 
those that are to be saved ; and the vanity of transitory 
things : understand three things ; the multitude of sins, 
the omission of good things, and the loss of time : 
foresee three things ; the danger of death, the last 
judgment, and eternal punishment. 



E2ng. 14. 

What, soul, no further yet ? what, ne'er commence 
Kn'^ter* in faith ? still Bachelor of sense ? 
v c insufficiency ? or what has made thee 
j'erslip thy lost degree ? Thy lusts have staid thee. 

* Master, Bachelor, degrees titles and terms used in Universities. 
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EMBLEM XV. 

MV LIFE IS SPENT WITH GEIEI', AND MY YEARS WITH 

SIGHING. — Psalm xxxi. 10. 

y~s HAT sullen star rul'd my untimely birth, 
\ ah/ That would not lend my days one hour of 




mirth? 

How oft have these bare knees been bent, to gain 
The slender alms of one poor smile, in vain ! 
How often, tir'd with the fastidious light. 
Have my faint lips implor'd the shades of night ! 
How often have my nightly torments pray'd 
For ling'ring twilight, glutted with the shade ! 
Day worse than night, night worse than day, 

appears 
In fears I spend my nights, my days in tears : 
I moan unpitied, groan without relief ; 
There is nor end nor measure to my grief. 
The smiling flow'r salutes the day ; it grows 
Untouch' d with care ; it neither spins nor sows : 
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that my tedious life were, like this flow'r, 
Or freed from grief, or finish'd with an hour : 
Why was I born ? why was I born a man ? 
And why proportion'd by so large a span ? 
Or why suspended from the common lot, 
And, being born to die, why die I not ? 

Ah me ! why is my sorrow-wasted breath 
Denied the easy privilege of death ? 
The branded slave, that tugs the weary oar, 
Obtains the sabbath of a welcome shore : 
His ransom'd stripes are heal'd ; his native soil 
Sweetens the mem'ry of his foreign toil l 
But ah ! my sorrows are not half so blest ; 
My labour finds no point, my pains no rest : 

1 barter sighs for tears, and tears for groans. 
Still vainly rolling Sisyphsean stones. 

Thou just observer of our flying hours. 
That, with thy adamantine fangs, devours 
The brazen mon'ments of renowned kings, 
Doth thy glass stand ? or be thy moulting wings 
Unapt to fly ? if not, why dost thou spare 
A willing breast ; a breast that stands so fair ; 
< A dying breast, that hath but only breath 
ITo beg a wound, and strength to crave a death ; 
that the pleased Heav'ns would once dissolve 
These fleshly fetters, that so fast involve 
My hamper'd soul ! then should my soul be blest 
From all those ills, and wrap her thoughts in rest : 
|, Till then my days are months, my months are 
years ; 
My years are ages, to be spent in tears : 



BOOK III. EMBLEMS. 159 

My grief's entail'd upon my wasteful breath, 
Which no recov'ry can cut off, but death. 
Breath drawn in cottages, puff'd out in thrones. 
Begins, continues, and concludes, in groans. 



Innocent^ de Vilitate Condit. HumancB. 

who will give mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I 
may bewail the miserable ingress of man's condition ; 
the sinful progress of man's conversation ; the damna- 
ble egress in man's dissolution ? I will consider with 
tears, whereof man was made, what man doth, and 
what man is to do. Alas I he is formed of earth, con- 
ceived in sin, born to punishment : he doth evil things, 
which are not lawful ; he doth filthy things, which are 
not decent; he doth vain things, which are not 
expedient. 



E2ng. 15. 

My heart, thy life's a debt by bond, which bears 
A secret date ; the use* is groans and tears : 
Plead not ; usurious Nature will have all. 
As well the int'rest as the principal. 

• Use, interest. 
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EMBLEM I. 

I SEE ANOTHER LAW IN MY MEMBEBS", WAEEING AGAINST THE 
LAW OF MY MIND, AND BRINGING MB INTO CAPTIVITY TO 

THE LAW OP SIN. — Bom. vii. 23. 

HOW my will is hurried to and fro, 
c^jf^ And how my unresolv'd resolves do vary ! 
I know not where to fix ; sometimes I go 
This way, then that, and then the quite contrary : 
I like, dishke ; lament for what I could not : 
I do, undo ; yet still do what I should not ; 
And at the self-same instant, will the thing I would 
not. 



Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts opprest 
With th' earth-bred winds of my prodigious will ; 

Thus am I hourly toss'd from, east to west 
Upon the rolling streams of good and ill : 
11* 
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Thus am I driv'n upon these sHpp'ry suds, 
From real ills to false apparent goods ; 
My life's a troubled sea, compos'd of ebbs and floods. 

The curious penman, having Irimm'd his page 
With the dead language of his dabbled quill, 
Lets fall a heedless drop ; then in a rage, 
Cashiers the fruits of his unlucky skill : 
E'en so my pregnant soul in th' infant bud 
Of her best thoughts show'rs down a coal-black 
flood 
Of unadvised iUs, and cancels all her good. 

Sometimes a sudden flash of sacred heat 
Warms my chill soul, and sets my thoughts in 
frame ; 
But soon that fire is shoulder'd from her seat 
By lustful Cupid's much inferior flame. 
I feel two flames, and yet no flame entire ; 
Thus are the mongrel thoughts of mix'd desire 
Consum'd between that heav'nly and this earthly 
fire. 

Sometimes my trash-disdaining thoughts outpass 

The common period of terrene* conceit ; 
then methinks I scorn the thing I was. 
Whilst I stand ravish'd at my new estate : 
But when th' Icarian wings of my desire 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire, 
then they melt and plunge within their wonted 
jnire. 

* Terrene, earthly. 
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I know the nature of my way'ring mind ; 

I know the frailty of my fleshly will : 
My passion's eagle-ey'd ; my judgment blind ; 
I know what's good, but yet make choice of ill. 
When th' ostrich wings of my desire shall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the least degree, 
Yet grant my sole desire, but of desiring Thee. 



8. Bern. Med. ix. 

My heart is a vain heart, a vagabond and instable 
heart ; while it is led by its own judgment, and, want- 
ing divine counsel, cannot subsist in itself ; and whilst 
it divers ways seebetb rest, findeth none, but remaiueth 
miserable through labour and void of peace : it agreeth 
not with itself, it dissenteth from itself : it altereth reso- 
lutions, changeth the judgment, frameth new thoughts, 
puUeth down the old, and buildeth them up again : it 
willeth and willeth not, and never remaineth in the 
same state. 

S. Augmt de Verb. Apost. 

When it would, it cannot ; because, when it might, 
it would not : therefore by an evil will man , lost his 
good power. 



Epig. 1. 

My sbul, how are thy thoughts disturb'd, confin'd, 
Enlarg'd betwixt thy members and thy mind ! 
Fix here or there ; thy doubt-depending cause 
Can ne'er expect one verdict 'twixt two laws. 



^^ 
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EMBLEM il. 

O THAT MY WAYS 'WEEB DIRECTED TO KEEP THY STATUTES. 

Psalm cxix. 5. 

tHUS I, the object of the world's disdain, 
With pHgrim pace, surround the weary 
earth : 
I only relish what the world counts vain ; 

Her mirth's my grief ; her sullen grief my mirth ; 
Her light my darkness ; and her truth my 
error ; 
Her freedom is my gaol ; and her delight my terror. 

Fond earth ! proportion not my seeming love 
TQ_mjJong_stay ; let not thy thoughts deceive 
thee; 
Jhou art m y prison , and my home's above; 
My life's a preparation but to leave thee : 

Like one that seeks a door I walk about thee : 
With thee I cannot live; I cannot live without 
thee. 
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The world's a lab'rinth, whose anfractuous* ways 
Are all compos'd of rubs and crook'd meanders : 
No resting here ; he's hurried hack that stays 
A thought ; and he that goes unguided, wanders : 
Her way is dark ; her path untrod, unev'n ; 
So hard's the way from earth ; so hard's the way 
to Heav'n. 

This gyringt lab'rinth is betrench'd about 

On either hand with streams of sulph'rous fire, 
Streams closely sliding, erring in and out, 
But seeming pleasant to the fond descrier ; 
Where, if his footsteps trust their own inven- 
tion. 
He falls without redress, and sinks beyond dimen- 
sion. 

Where shall I seek a guide ? where shall I meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 
What trusty lanthorn will direct my feet 
To 'scape the danger of these dang'rous places ? 
What hopes have I to pass without a guide ? 
Where one gets safely through, a thousand fall 
beside 

An unrequested star did gently slide 

Before the wise men to a greater light : 
Backsliding Isr'el found a double guide 9 
A pillar, and a cloud ; by day, by night : 
Yet in my desp'rate dangers, which be far 
More great than theirs, I have no pillar, cloud, nor 
star. 

* Anfractuous, intricate. t Gyring, full of turnings. 
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that the pinions of a clipping* dove 

Would cut my passage through the empty air ; 
Mine eyes being seal'd, hovr vrould I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care ! 
My backward eyes should ne'er commit that 
fault, 
Whose lasting guilt should build a monument of salt. 

Great God, that art the flowing spring of light, 
Enrich mine eyes with thy refulgent ray ! 

Thou art my path ; direct my steps aright ; 
I have no other light, no other way : 
I'll trust my God, and him alone pursue ; 

His law shall be my path, his heav'nly light my clue. 



S. August. Soliloq, Cap. iv. 

LoED, who art the Light, the Way, the Truth, the 

Life ; in whom there is no darkness, error, vanity, nor 

death : the Light, without which there is darkness ; 

the Way, without which there is wandering ; the Truth, 

without which there is error ; the Life, without which 

' there is death : say, Lord, ' Let there be light,' and I 

I shall see Ught, and eschew darkness ; I sh all see the 

I way, and avoid wandering ; I shall see tEe~truth, and 

'shun^error; I Bhffl"s"e'e^lfe,. a nd escape death : iUu- 

iminate, illuminate my blind soul, which sitteth in 

darkness and the shadow of death ; and direct my feet 

in the way of peace. 



Epig. 2. 
Pilgrim, trudge on : what makes thy soul comph in, 
Crowns thy complaint ; ,^e_waiyjtQ-fest_i3_p_ain.: 
The road to resolution lies by doubt ; 
The next way home's the farthest way about. 
• Clipping, s-wift, flying. 



EMBLEM III. 

HOLD UP MY GOINGS IN THY PATHS, THAT MY FOOTSTEPS 

SLIP NOT. — Paahn xvii. 5. 

'^I^^HENE'EE the old exchange of profit rings 

^^T Her silver saints-bell of uncertain gains, 

My merchant-soul can stretch both legs and wings : 

How I can run, and take unwearied pains ! 

The charms of profit are so strong, that I, 

Who wanted legs to go, find wings to fly. 

If time-beguiling Pleasure but advance 

Her lustful trump, and blow her bold alarms, 
how my sportive soul can frisk and dance. 
And hug that siren in her twined arms ! 
The sprightly voice of sinew-strength'ning 

Pleasure 
Can lend my bed-rid soul both legs and leisure. 

If blazing Honour chance to fiU my veins 
With flatt'ring warmth, and flash of courtly fire. 
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My soul can take a pleasure in her pains ; 
My lofty strutting steps disdain to tire : 
My antic knees can turn upon the hinges 
Of compliment, and screw a thousand cringes. 

But when I come to thee, my G-od, that art 

The royal mine of everlasting treasure, 
The real honour of my better part, 
■ And living fountain of eternal pleasure, 

How nerveless are my limbs! how faint and 

slow! 
I have nor wings to fly, nor legs to go. 

So when the streams of swift-foot Ehine convey 

Her upland riches to the Belgio shore, 
The idle vessel slides the wat'ry way, 
Without the blast or tug of wind or oar : 
Her slipp'ry keel divides the silver foam 
With ease ; so facile is the way from home ! 

But when the home-bound vessel turns her sails 

Against the breast of the resisting stream, 
then she slugs ! nor sail nor oar prevails ; 
The stream is sturdy, and her tide's extreme : 
Each stroke is loss, and ev'ry tug is vain ; 
A boat-length's purchase is a league of pain. 

Great All in All, that art my rest, my home. 

My way is tedious, and my steps are slow : 
Eeach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come ; 
I am thy child, teach thy child to go : 
Conjoin thy sweet commands to my desire. 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 



"K IV. 







F, MIBLETyi; 3. 



//4//,i', //■////,' ,v/i7/ ,i//,//,^ rrtv /leanih- <7rt7t7r , 
/7i,t/ III /li.vfT'rnw nal''rr/.\/,yi.vminiijf^,y/iJr 



BOOK IV._ EMBLEMS. I7l 

S, August. Ser. xv. de Verb. AiMst. 

Be always displeased at wliat thou art, if thou de- 
sirest to attain to what thou art not ; for where thou 
hast pleased thyself, there thou abidest. But if thou 
sayest, I have enough, thou perishest : always add, 
always walk, always proceed ; neither stand still, 
nor go back, nor deviate ; he that standeth still pro- 
ceedeth not ; he goeth back that continueth not ; he 
deviateth that revolteth ; he goeth better that creepeth 
in his way than he that runneth out of his way. 



Epig. 3. 

Fear not, my soul, to lose for want of cunning ; 
Weep not ; Heav'n is not always got by running : 
Thy thoughts are swift, although thy legs be slow ; 
True love will creep, not having strength to go. 
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EMBLEM IV. 



MY FLESH TEEMBLETH FOE FBAK OF THEE ; AND I AM AFEAID 

OF THY JUDGMENTS. — Psalm oxix. 120. 

(ijT^ET others boast of luck, and go their ways 
■^=^ With their fair game ; know, Vengeance sel- 
dom plays 
To be too forward, but doth wisely frame 
Her backward tables for an after-game : 
She gives thee leave to venture many a blot ; * 
And for her own advantage, hits thee not : 
But when her pointed tables are made fair. 
That she be ready for thee, then beware ; 
Then if a necessary blot be set. 
She hits thee ; wins the game ; perchance the set : 
If prosp'rous chances make thy casting high, 
Be wisely temp'rate ; cast a serious eye 
On after-dangers, and keep back thy game ; 
Too forward seed-times make thy harvest lame. 

• Elot, a term at backgammon. 
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If left-hand fortune give thee left-hand chances, 
Be wisely patient ; let no envious glances 
Eepine to view thy gamester's heap so fair ; 
The hindmost hound takes oft the doubling hare. 
The world's great dice are false ; sometimes they go 
Extremely high, sometimes extremely low : 
Of all her gamesters, he that plays the least 
Lives most at ease, plays most secure, and best : 
The way to win is to play fair, and swear 
Thyself a servant to the crown of fear : 
Fear is the Primer* of a gamester's skill ; 
Who fears not bad, stands most unarm'd to ill. 
The ill that's wisely fear'd is half withstood ; 
And fear of bad is the best foil to good. 
True fear's th' elixir, which in days of old 
Turn'd leaden crosses into crowns of gold : 
The world's the tables ; stakes, eternal life ; 
The gamesters, Heav'n and I ; unequal strife ! 
My fortunes are my dice, whereby I frame 
My indisposed life : this life's the game ; 
My sins are several blots; the lookers-on 
Are angels ; and in death the game is done. 
LoED, I'm a bungler, and my game doth grow 
Still more and more unshap'd ; my dice run low : 
The stakes are great ; my careless blots are many ; 
And yet thou passest by, and hitt'st not any : 
Thou art too strong ; and I have none to guide me 
With the least jog ; the lookers-on deride me : 
It is a conquest undeserving thee. 
To win a stake from such a worm as me : 

* Primer, the first book for children. 
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I have no more to lose ; if we persever,* 
'Tis lost; and, that once lost, I'm lost for ever. 
LoKD, wink at faults, and be not too severe, 
And I will play my game with greater fear. 
give me fear, ere fear has past her date : 
Whose blot being hit, then fears, fears then too 
late. 



S. Bern. Ser. liv. in Cant. 

There is nothing so effectual to obtain grace, to re- 
tain grace, and to regain grace, as always to be found 
before God not overwise, but to fear : happy art thou 
if thy heart be replenished with three fears ; a, fear for 
received grace, a greater fear for lost grace, a greatest 
fear to recover grace. 

S. August, super Fsal. 

Present fear begetteth eternal security : fear God, 
which is above all, and no need to fear man at all. 



Epi^. 4. 

LoBD, shall we grumble when thy flames do scourge us 
Oar sins breathe fire ; that fire returns to purge us. 
LoED, what an alchymist art thou, whose skill 
Transmutes to perfect good fi:om perfect iU ! 

* Fersever, put, by poetio lioense, for persevere . 



EMBLEM V. 

TUKN AWAY MINE EYES FKOM BEHOLDING VANITY. — Psolm 

cxix. 37. 

.jlyOW like to threads of flax, 
K^i^-^^ That touch the flame, are my inflam'd de- 
sires ! 
How like to yielding wax 
My soul dissolves before these wanton fij:es ! 
The fire but touoh'd, the flame but felt, 
Like flax, I burn ; like wax, I melt. 

how this flesh doth draw 
My fetter'd soul to that deceitful fire ! 

And how th' eternal law 
Is baffled by the law of my desire ! 
How truly bad, how seeming good, 
Are all the laws of flesh and blood ! 

wretched state of men, 
The height of whose ambition is to borrow 
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What must be paid again, 
With griping int'rest of the next day's sorrow ! 
How wild his thoughts ! how apt to range ! 
How apt to vary ! apt to change ! 

How intricate and nice 
Is man's perplexed way to man's desire ! 

Sometimes upon the ice 
He slips, and sometimes falls into the fire ! 
His progress is extreme and bold, 
Or very hot, or very cold. 

The common food he doth 
Sustaia his soul-tormenting thoughts withal. 

Is honey in his mouth 
To-night ; and in his heart, to-morrow, gall : 
'Tis oftentimes, within an hour, 
Both very sweet and very sour. 

If sweet Corinna snule, 
A heav'n of joys breaks down into his heart : 

Corinna frowns awhUe, 
Hell's torments are but copies of his smart : 
Within a lustful heart doth dwell 
A seeming heav'n, a very hell. 

Thus worthless, vain, and void 
Of comfort, are the fruits of earth's employment. 

Which, ere they be enjoy'd, 
Distract us, and destroy us in th' enjoyment ! 
These be the pleasures that are priz'd. 
When Heaven's cheap penn'worth stands despis'd. 
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LoBD, quench these hasty flashes, 
Which dart as lightning from the thund'ring skies, 

And every minute dashes 
Against the wanton windows of mine eyes ! 
LoED, close the casement, whilst I stand 
Behind the curtain of thy hand ! 



S. August. Soliloq. Cap. iv. 

thou Sun, that iUuminateth both Heaven and 
earth ! woe be unto those eyes which do not behold 
thee : woe be unto those blind eyes which cannot be- 
hold thee : woe be unto those which turn away their 
eyes that they will not behold thee: woe be unto 
those that turn away their eyes that they may behold 
vanity. 

S, Chrys. Sup. Mat. xix. 

What is the evil woman but the enemy of friendship, 
an unavoidable pain, a necessary mischief, a natural 
temptation, a desirable calamity, a domestic danger, a 
delectable inconvenience, and the nature of evil painted 
over with the colour of good ? 



Ejiig. S. 

'Tis vain, great God, to close mine eyes from ill, 
When I resolve to keep the old man still : 
My rambhng heart must cov'nant first with Thee, 
Or none can pass betwixt mine eye and me. 



12 



EMBLEM VI. 

IF I HAVE FOUND FAVOUR IN THY SIGHT, AND IP IT PLEASE 
THE KING, LET MY LIFE BE GIVEN ME AT MY PETITION. — 

Esther vii. 3. 

fHOU art the great Ahasuerus, whose command 
Doth stretch from pole to pole ; the world's 
thy land : 
Eebellious Vashti's the corrupted will, 
Which, being call'd, refuseth to fulfil 
Thy just command: Esther, whose tears condole 
The razed city, 's the regen'rate soul ; 
A captive maid, whom thou wilt please to grace 
"With nuptial honours in stout Vashti's place : 
Her kinsman, whose unbended knee did thwart 
Proud Haman's glory, is the fleshly part : 
The sober eunuch, that recall'd to mind 
The new-built gibbet (Haman had divin'd 
For his own ruin), fifty cubits high. 
Is lustful-thought-controlling Chastity : 
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Insulting Haman is that fleshly lust, 
Whose red-hot fury, for a season, must 
Triumph in pride, and study how to tread 
On Mordecai, till royal Esther plead. 

Great King, thy sent-for Vashti will not come ; 
let the oil o' the bless'd Virgin's womb 
Cleanse my poor Esther ; look, look upon her 
With gracious eyes ; and let thy beams of honour 
So scour her captive stains, that she may prove 
A holy object of thy heav'nly love : 
Anoint her with the spikenard of thy graces, 
Then try the sweetness of her chaste embraces : 
Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed, 
And set thy royal crown upon her head : 
If then ambitious Haman chance to spend 
His spleen on Mordecai, that scorns to bend 
The wilful stiffness of his stubborn knee. 
Or basely crouch to any lord but thee ; 
If weeping Esther should prefer a groan 
Before the high tribunal of thy throne. 
Hold forth thy golden sceptre, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious lord ; 
And let thy royal Esther be possest 
Of half thy kingdom, at her dear request : 
Curb lustful Haman, him that would disgrace. 
Nay, ravish, thy fair queen before thy face : 
And, as proud Haman was himself insnar'd 
On that self-gibbet that himself prepar'd. 
So nail my lust, both punishment and guilt, 
On that dear cross that mine own lusts have built. 
12* 
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S, Augvxt. in Ep. 

holy Spirit, always inspire me witli holy ■works. 
Constrain me, that I may do ; counsel me, that I may 
love thee ; confirm me, that I may hold thee ; con- 
serve me, that I may not lose thee. 

8. August. Sup. Joan. 

The spirit lusteth where the flesh resteth: for, as 
the flesh is nourished with sweet things, the spirit is 
refreshed with sour. 

Ibidem. 

Wouldest thou that thy flesh obey thy spirit ? then 
let thy spirit obey thy God. Thou must be governed, 
that thou mayest govern. 



Epii/. 6. 
Of mercy and justice is thy kingdom built ; 
This plagues my sin, and that removes my guilt : 
Whene'er I sue, Ahasuerus-Hke decline* 
Thy sceptre ; Lokd, say, HaK my kingdom's thine. 

• Decline, as liere used, signifies to bow down. 




EMBLEM VII. 

COME, MY BELOVED, LET US GO FORTH INTO THE FIELDS; 
LEI US LODGE IN THE VILLAGES. — GanticUs vii. 8. 

CHRIST. SOtJL. 

'^^^HRIST. Com>i, come, my dear, and let us 
^&d both retire. 

And whiff the dainties of the fragrant fields ; 
Where warbling Phil'mel and the shriU-mouth'd 
choir 
Chant forth their raptures; where the turtle builds 
Her lovely nest ; and where the new-born brier 
Breathes forth the sweetness that her April yields : 
Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 
These rural delicates ; where thou and I 
May melt in private flames, and fear no stander-by. 

Soul. My heart's eternal joy, in lieu of whom 
The' earth's a blast, and aU the world's a bubble ; 

Our city mansion is the fairer home. 
But country sweets are tang'd* with lesser 

trouble : 

• Tanged, tasted. 
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Let's try them both, and choose the better ; come ; 
A change in pleasure makes the pleasure 
double ; 
On thy commands depends my go or tarry ; 
I'll stir with Martha, or I'll stay with Mary : 
Our hearts are firmly fix'd, altho' our pleasures 
vary. 

Chr. Our country mansion (situate on high) 
With various objects, still renews deUght : 
Her arched roof's of unstain'd ivory : 

Her walls of fiery-sparkling chrysolite : 
Her pavement is of hardest porphyry; 
Her spacious windows are aU glaz'd with 
bright 
And flaming carbuncles ; no need require 
Titan's faiat rays, or Vulcan's feeble fire ; 
And ev'ry gate's a pearl ; and ev'ry pearl entire- 

Soul. Fool that I was ! how were my thoughts 
deceived ! 
How falsely was my fond conceit possest ! 
I took it for an hermitage, but pav'd 
And daub'd with neighb'ring dirt, and thatch'd 
at best. 
Alas ! I ne'er expected more, nor crav'd ; 
A turtle hop'd but for a turtle's nest : 

Come, come, my dear, and let no idle stay 
Neglect th' advantage of the headstrong day : 
How pleasure grates, that feels the curb of dull 
delay ! 



B O O K rv". 










"S JS 



? » -I ' -mV*.," 










etm:b Lii::M: 7. 



,Caiit . 7.JI.. 

. ///(■/ A/.pA' e/zti'/? ^•//'(^(^tJ)e/i^^/it th-e SecLS'orf yields. 



■^ 



BOOK IV. EMBLEMS. 183 

Chr. Come, then, my joy ; let our divided paces 

Conduct us to our fairest territory : 
there we'll twine our souls in sweet embraces ; 

Soul. And in thine arms I'll tell my passion's 
story : 
Chr. there I'll crown thy head with all my graces ; . 

Soul. And all those graces shall reflect thy glory : 
Chr. there I'll feed thee with celestial manna ; 

I'U be thy Elkanah. 

Soul. And I thy Hannah. 

Chr. I'll sound my trump of joy. 

Soul. And I'll resound Hosannah. 



S. Bern. 
blessed contemplation ! the death of vices, and the 
life of virtues I thee the law and the prophets admire : 
who ever attained perfection, if not by thee ? 
blessed sohtude, the magazine of celestial treasure I by 
thee things earthly and transitory are changed into 
heavenly and eternal. 

8. Bern, in Ep. 
Happy is that house, and blessed is that congrega- 
tion, where Martha still eomplaineth of Mary. 



Epig. 7. 
Mechanic soul, thou must not only do 
With Martha, but with Mary ponder too : 
Happy's that house where these fair sisters vary ; 
But most when Martha's reconcil'd to Mary. 



EMBLEM VIII. 



DEAW ME ; WE WILL RUN AFTER THEE, BECAUSE OP THE 
SAVOUR OP THT GOOD OINTMENTS, — CcmticleS 1. 3, 4. 

tHUS, like a lump of the corrupted mass, 
I lie secure ; long lost, before I was : 
And like a block, beneath whose burden lies 
That undiscover'd worm that never dies, 
I have no will to rouse, I have no pow'r to rise. 

Can stinking Lazarus compound, or strive 
With death's entangling fetters, and revive ? 

Or can the water-buried axe implore ^ 

A hand to raise it, or itself restore, 
And from her sandy deeps approach the dry-foot 
shore ? 

So hard's the task for sinful flesh and blood 
To lend the smallest step to what is good : 

My God ! I cannot move the least degree ; 

Ah ! if but only those that active be. 
None should thy glory see, none should thy glory see.. 
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But if the potter please t' inform* the clay, 
Or some strong hand remove the block away, 

Their lowly fortunes soon are mounted higher ; 

That proves a vessel, which, before, was mire ; 
And this, being hewn, may serve for better use than 
fire. 

And if that life-restoring voice command 
Dead Laz'rus forth ; or that Prophet's hand 

Should charm the sullen waters, and begin 

To beckon, or to dart a stick but in, 
Dead Laz'rus must revive, and th' axe must float 
again. 

Lord, as I am, I have no pow'r at all 
To hear thy voice, or echo to thy call : 
The gloomy clouds of mine own guilt benight me. 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty sweets, invite me, 
They neither can direct, nor these at all delight me. 

See how my sin-bemangled body lies. 
Not having pow'r to wiU, nor will to rise ! 
Shine home upon thy creature, and inspire 
My lifeless will with thy regen'rate fire ; 
The first degree to do, is only to desire. 

Give me the pow'r to will, the will to do ; 

raise me up, and I will strive to go : 
Draw me, draw me with thy treble twist. 
That have no pow'r but merely to resist, 

lend me strength to do, and then command thy 
list. 

• Inform, new-make. 
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My soul's a clock, whose wheels (for want of use 
And winding up, being subject to th' abuse 

Of eating rust) want vigour to fulfil 

Her twelve hours' task, and show her Maker's 
skill, 
But idly sleeps unmov'd, and standeth vainly still. 

Great God ! it is thy work, and therefore good : 
If thou be pleas'd to cleanse it with thy blood, 
And wind it up with thy soul-moving keys, 
Her busy wheels shall serve thee all her days ; 
Her hand shall point thy pow'r, her hammer strike 
thy praise. 



S. Belli. Ser. xxi. in Cant. 
Let us run, let us run, but in the savour of thy 
ointments, not in the confidence of our merits, nor in 
the greatness of our strength : we trust to run, but in 
the multitude of thy mercies ; for though we run, and 
are willing, it is not in him that willeth, nor in him 
that runneth, but in God that showeth mercy. let 
thy mercy return, and we vrill run : thou, like a giant, 
runnest by thy own power ; we, unless thy ointment 
breathe upon us, cannot run. 



Epig. 8. 
''"lOok not, my watch, being once repair'd, to stand 
Expecting motion from thy Maker's hand : 
He's wound thee up, and cleans'd thy clogs with blood ; 
If now thy wheels stand still, thou art not good. 
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EMBLEM IX. 

O THAT THOU WEBT AS MY BROTHER, THAT SUCKED THE 
BREASTS OE MY MOTHER ! WHEN I SHOULD FIND THEE 
WITHOUT, I WOULD KISS THEE. — ConticUs Yui. 1. 

^^OMB, come, my blessed infant, and immure 
(^ thee 

Within the temple of my sacred arms ; 
Secure mine arms ; mine arms shall, then, secure 
thee 
From Herod's fury, or the high priest's harms : 
Or if thy danger'd life sustain a loss. 
My folded arms shall turn thy dying cross. 

But, ah ! what savage tyrant can behold 

The beauty of so sweet a face as this is. 
And not himself be by himself controU'd, 
And change his fury to a thousand kisses ? 
One smile of thine is worth more mines of 

treasure 
Than there were myriads in the days of Caesar. 
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0, had the tetrarch, as he knew thy birth, 
So kno-wn thy stock, he had not sought to 
paddle 
In thy dear blood ; but prostrate on the earth, 
Had veil'd his crown before thy royal cradle. 
And laid the sceptre of his glory down. 
And begg'd a heav'nly for an earthly crown. 

Illustrious Babe ! how is thy handmaid grac'd 
With a rich armful ! how dost thou decline 
Thy majesty, that wert so late embrac'd 
In thy great Father's arms, and now in mine ! 
How humbly gracious art thou, to refresh 
Me with thy spirit, and assume my flesh ! 

But must the treason of a traitor's hail* 

Abuse the sweetness of these ruby Ups ? 
Shall marble-hearted Cruelty assail 
These alabaster sides with knotted whips ? 
And must these smiling roses entertain 
The blows of scorn, and flirts of base disdain ? 

Ah ! must these dainty little springs, + that twine 

So fast about my neck, be pierc'd and torn 
With ragged nails ? and must these brows resign 
Their crown of glory for a crown of thorn ? 
Ah! must this blessed Infant taste the pain 
Of death's injurious pangs; nay, worse, be 
slain ? 

• Hail, salutation. t Springs, arms. 
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Sweet Babe ! at wliat dear rates do wretched I 

Commit a sin ! Lord, ev'ry sin's a dart ; 
And ev'ry trespass lets a jav'lin fly ; 
And ev'ry jav'lin wounds thy bleeding heart : 
Pardon, sweet Babe, what I have done amiss ; 
And seal that granted pardon with a kiss. 



S. Bonavent. Soliloq. Cap. i. 

sweet Jesu, I knew not that thy kisses were so 
sweet, nor thy society so delectable, nor thy attraction 
so virtuous : for when I love thee, I am clean ; when I 
touch thee, I am chaste ; when I receive thee, I am a 
virgin : most sweet Jesu, thy embraces defile not, 
but cleanse ; thy attraction poUuteth not, but sancti- 
fieth: Jesu, the fountain of universal sweetness, 
pardon me that I beUeved so late that so much sweet- 
ness is in thine embraces. 



Epig. 9. 
My burden's greatest : let not Atlas boast : 
Impartial reader, judge which bears the most : 
He bears but Heav'n ; my folded arms sustain 
Heav'n's Maker, whom Heav'n's Heav'n cannot contain. 



EMBLEM X. 

BY NIGHT ON MY BED I SOUGHT HIM WHOM MY SOUL LOVETH ; 
I SOUGHT HIM, BUT I FOUND HIM NOT. — Co/nticleS iii. 1. 



fHE learned Cynic, having lost the way 
To honest men, did, in the height of day, 
By taper-light, divide his steps about 
The peopled streets, to find this dainty out ; 
But failed : the Cynic search'd not where he ought ; 
The thing he sought for was not where he sought. 
The wise men's task seem'd harder to be done ; 
The wise men did by star-light seek the Son, 
' And found : the wise men search'd it where they 

ought ; 
The thing they hop'd to find was where they sought. 
One seeks his wishes where he should ; but then 
Perchance he seeks not as he should, nor when. 
Another searches when he should ; but there 
He fails ; not seeking as he should, nor where. 
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Whose soul desires the good it wants, and would 

Obtain, must seek where, as, and when he should. 

How often have my wUd affections led 

My wasted soul to this my widow'd bed, 

To seek my lover whom my soul desires ! 

(I speak not, Cupid, of thy wanton fires : 

Thy fires are all but dying sparks to mine : 

My flames are full of Heav'n, and all divine.) 

How often have I sought this bed by night, 

To find that greater by this lesser light ! 

How oft have my unwitness'd groans lamented 

Thy dearest absence ! ah, how often vented 

The bitter tempests of despairing breath, 

And toss'd my soul upon the waves of death ! 

How often has my melting heart made choice 

Of silent tears (tears louder than a voice) 

To plead my grief, and woo thy absent ear ! 

And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear. 

0, is thy wonted love become so cold ? 

Or do mine eyes not seek thee where they should ? 

Why do I seek thee, if thou art not here ? 

Or find thee not, if thou art everywhere ? 

I see my error ; 'tis not strange I could not 

Find out my love ; I sought him where I should 

not. 
Thou art not found on downy beds of ease ; 
Alas ! thy music strikes on harder keys ; 
Nor art thou found' by that false feeble light 
Of Nature's candle : our Egyptian night 
Is more than common darkness ; nor can we 
Expect a morning but what breaks from thee. 
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Well may my empty bed bewail thy loss, 
"When thou art lodg'd upon thy shameful cross : 
If thou refuse to share a bed with me, 
We'U never part, I'U share a cross with thee. 



Anselm. in Protolog. Cap. i. 

LoBD, if thou art not present, where shall I seek thee 
absent ? if everywhere, why do I not see thee present ? 
Thou dwellest in hght inaccessible ; and where is that 
inaccessible light ? or how shall I have access to hght 
inaccessible ? I beseech thee. Lord, teach me to seek 
thee, and show thyself to the seeker : because I can 
neither seek thee, unless thou teach me ; nor find thee, 
unless thou show thyseK to me : let me seek thee in 
desiring thee, and desire thee in seeking thee : let me 
find thee in loving thee, and love thee in finding thee. 



Epig. 10. 

Where shouldst thou seek for rest but in thy bed ? 
But now thy Best is gone, thy Best is fled : 
'Tis vain to seek him there : my soul be wise : 
Go ask thy sins ; they '11 tell thee where he hes- 



OYZz:: 







EMBLEM XI. 



1 WILL EISE AND GO ABOUT THE CITY, AND WILL SEEK HIM 
WHOM MY SOUL LOVETH : I SOUGHT HIM, BUT I FOUND HIM 

NOT. — Canticles iii. 2. 

HOW my disappointed soul's perples'd ! 
.-<L3j&)- How restless thoughts swarm in my troubled 

breast ! 
How vainly pleas'd with hopes, then crossly vext 
With fears ! and how, betwixt them both, 
distrest ! 
What place is left unransack'd ? Oh ! where next 
Shall I go seek the Author of my rest ? 
Of what bless'd angel shall my lips inquii-e 
The undiscover'd way to that entire 
And everlasting solace of my heart's desire ? 

Look how the stricken hart, that, wounded, flies 
O'er hills and dales, and seeks the lower grounds 

For running streams, the whilst his weeping eyes 
Beg silent mercy from the foU'wing bounds, 
13 
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At length, embost,* he droops, drops down, and lies 
Beneath the hnrthen of his bleeding wounds : 
E'en so my gasping soul, dissolT'd in tears. 
Doth search for thee, my God, whose deafen'd 
ears 
Leave me th' miransom'd pris'ner to my panie 
fears. 

Where have my busy eyes not pry'd? where. 
Of whom hath not my threadbare tongae de- 
manded? 
I search'd this glorious city ; he's not here : 

I sought the comitry : she. stands empty-handed ; 
I search'd the court ; he is a stranger there ; 
I ask'd the land, he's sMpp'd : the sea, he's 
landed: 
I elimb'd the air, my thonghts began t' aspire ; 
But, ah I the ivings of mv too bold desire. 
Soaring too near the sun, vere sing'd with sacred 
fire. 

I moVd the merchant's ear ; alas ! but he 

Knew neither what I said, nor what to sar : 
I ask'd the lawyer ; he demands a fee, 

And then demurs me with a rain delay : 
I ask'd the schoolman : his advice was free. 
But scor'd me out too intricate a way : 

I ask'd the watchman (best of all the four). 
"Whose gentle answer could resolve no u^on, 
But that }ie lately left him at the temple door. 

' £niJort. foaming at th£ m;z;h. 




C an I : ;^ . . ]. 
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h/.tf /ii\' ff//(/ ^Irr/iA- rrir/rr/r-/ /iirft ru'citr/rl . 



BOOK IV. EMBLEMS. 195 

Thus having sought and made my great inquest 

In ev'ry place, and search'd in ev'ry ear, 
I threw me on my bed ; but, ah ! my rest 

Was poison'd with th' extremes of grief and fear : 
Where, looking down into my troubled breast. 
The magazine of wounds, I found him there : 
Let others hunt, and show their sportful art ; 
I wish to catch the hare before she start, 
As poachers use to do; Heav'n's form* 's a troubled 
heart. 



S. Ambros. Lib. iii. de Virg. 
Christ is not in the market, nor in the streets : for 
Christ is peace ; in the market are strifes : Christ is 
justice ; in the market is iniquity : Christ is a labourer ; 
in the market is idleness : Christ is charity ; in the 
market is slander : Christ is faith ; in the market is 
fraud. Let us not therefore seek Christ where we can- 
not find Christ. 

8. Hieron. Ser. ix. Ep, xxii. ad Eustoch. 
Jesus is jealous : he will not have thy face seen : let 
foolish virgins ramble abroad ; seek thou thy love at 
home. 



Epiy. 11. 
What, lost thy love ? will neither bed nor board 
Ee'ceive him ? not by tears to be implor'd ? 
It is the ship that moves, and not the coast ; 
I fear, I fear, my soul, 'tis thou art lost. 

• Form (a hunting term), where the hare site. 
13 * 
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SAW TE TrrvT WHOM MY SOITL LOVETH ? IT WAS BUT A LITTLB 
THAI I PASSED FROM THEM, BTJT I POUND HIM WHOM MY 
SODIj LOVETH: I held him, and ■would not LET KTif GO. 

— Can ticks iii. 3, 4. 

'HAT secret comer, what unwonted way, 
^^. Has 'seap'd the ransack of my rambling 
thought ? 
The fox by night, nor the doll owl by day. 

Have never search'd those places I have sought, 
Whilst thy lamented absence taught my breast 
The ready road to grief, without request ; 
My day had neither comfort, nor my night had rest. 

How hath my unregarded language vented 

The sad tautologies of lavish passion ! 
How often have I languish'd xmlamented ! 
How oft have I complain'd without compassion ! 
I ask'd the city-watch ; but some denied me 
The common street, whilst others would mis- 
guide me ; 
Some would debar me ; some divert me ; some 
deride me. 
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Mark how the widow'd turtle, having lost 
The faithful partner of her loyal heart, 
Stretches her feeble wings from coast to coast, 
Haunts ev'ry path, thinks ev'ry shade doth part 
Her absent love and her ; at length, unsped. 
She re-betakes her to her lonely bed, 
And there bewails her everlasting widow-head. 

So, when my soul had progress'd every place 
That love and dear affection could contrive, 
I threw me on my couch, resolv'd t' embrace 
A death for him, in whom I ceas'd to live : 
But there injurious Hymen did present 
His landscape joys ; my pickled eyes did vent 
Full streams of briny tears, tears never to be spent. 

Whilst thus my sorrow-wasting soul was feeding 

Upon the rad'cal humour of her thought. 
E'en whilst mine eyes were blind, and heart was 
bleeding, 
He that was sought unfound, was found un- 
sought : 
As if the sun should dart his orb of light 
Into the secrets of the black-brow'd night : 
E'en so appear'd my love, my soul, my soul's delight. 

how mine eyes, now ravish'd at the sight 
Of my bright Sun, shot flames of equal fire ! 

Ah ! how my soul dissolv'd with ov'r-delight. 
To re-enjoy the crown of chaste desire ! 
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How sov'reign joy depos'd and dispossest 
Eebellious grief ! and how my ravish'd breast — 
But who can press* those heights that cannot be 
exprest ? 

how these arms, these greedy arms, did twine. 

And strongly twist, about his yielding waist ! 
The sappy branches of the Thespian vine 
Ne'er cling'd their less-beloved elm so fast : 
Boast not thy flames, blind boy, nor feather'd 

shot; 
Let Hymen's easy snarlst be quite forgot : 
Time cannot quench our fires, nor death dissolve 

our knot. 

Orig. Horn. x. in Divers. 
most holy Loed, and sweetest Master, how good art 
thou to those that are of upright heart, and humble 
spirit 1 how blessed are they that seek thee with a 
simple heart ! how happy that trust in thee ! It is a 
most certain truth that thou lovest all that love thee, 
and never forsakest those that trust in thee : for, 
behold, thy love simply sought thee, and undoubtedly 
found thee : she trusted in thee, and is not forsaken of 
thee, but hath obtained more by thee than she expected 
from thee. 

Beda, in Cap. iii. Cant. 
The longer I was in finding whom I sought, the more 
earnestly I held him, being found. 



Epig. 12. 
What, found him out ? Let strong embraces bind him ; 
He'll fly, perchance, where tears can never find him : 
New sins will lose what old repentance gains : 
Wisdom not only gets, but, got, retains. 

* Press, put, by poetic license, for express. 

t Snarl, a tie, or knot, which it is difficult to disentangle. 
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EMBLEM XIII. 




IT IS GOOD FOR MB TO DRAW NEAR TO GOD : I HAVE PUT MY 

TRUST IN THE LORD GOD. — Psalm, Ixxiii. 28. 

) HEEE is that good which wise men please 
to call 

The chiefest ? doth there any such befall 
Within man's reach ? or is there such a good at all ? 

If such there be, it neither must expire, 
Nor change; than which there can be nothing 
high'r : 
Such good must be the utter point of man's desire. 

It is the mark, to which all hearts must tend ; 
Can be desired for no other end 
Than for itself, on which all other goods depend. 

What may this exc'Uence be ? doth it subsist 
A real essence, clouded in the mist 
Of curious art, or clear to ev'ry eye that list ? 
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Or is 't a tart idea, to procure 
An edge, and keep the practic* soul in ure,t 
Like that dear chymic dust, 1 or puzzling quadra- 
ture ?§ 

Where shall I seek this good ? where shall I find 
This cath'lie pleasure, whose extremes may bHnd 
My thoughts, and fill the gulph of my insatiate 
mind ? 

Lies it in treasure ? in full heaps untold ? 
Doth gouty Mammon's griping hand infold 
This secret saint in sacred shrines of sov'reign 
gold? 

No, no ; she lies not there : wealth often sours 
In keeping ; makes us hers, in seeming ours : 
She slides from Heav'n indeed, but not ia Danae's 
show'rs. 

Lives she in honour ? No ; the royal crown 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down : 
Kings raise thee with a smile, and raze thee with 
a frown. 

In pleasure ? No ; pleasure begins in rage ; 
Acts the fool's part on earth's uncertain stage ; 
Begins the play in youth, and epilogues in age. 

* Practic, used, by poetic license, for practical ; i.e. not theo- 
retical, f Ure, exercise. 

I Cliymic dust; i.e. the philosopher's stone, supposed to turn 
aU metals to gold. 

§ PUizUng qtiadrature ; i.e. squaring the circle. 
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These, these are bastard goods ; the best of these 
Torment the soul with pleasing it ; and please, 
Like waters gulj^'d in fever, with deceitful ease. 

Earth's flatt'ring dainties are but sweet dis- 
tresses ; 

Mole-hills perform the mountains she professes : 
Alas ! can Earth confer more good than Earth 
possesses ? 

Mount, mount, my soul, and let my thoughts 

cashier 
Earth's vain delights, and make thy full career 
At Ilcav'n's eternal joys : stop, stop thy courser 

there. 

There shall thy soul possess uncareful treasure ; 

There shalt thou swim in never-fading pleasure ; 

And blaze in honour far above the frowns of Csosar. 

Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefest good, no need to call 
For earth's inferior trash ; thou, thou, art All in 
All. 



f!. .Aufiust.. Solilnq. Cop. xiii. 
I follow this thing, I pursue that, but I am filled 
with nothing. But when I found thee, who art that 
immutable, undivided, and only good, in thyself, what 
I obtained, I wanted not ; for what I obtained not, I 
grieved not; with what I was possessed, my whole 
desire was satisfied. 
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8. Bern. 8er. ix. Sup. Beati qui hahent, etc. 
Let others pretend merit ! let him brag of the burthen 
of the day ; let him boast of his Sabbath-fasts, and let 
him glory in that he is not as other men : but for me, 
it is good to cleave unto the Loed, and to put my trust 
in my Lord God. 



Epi(j. 13. 
Let Boreas' blasts and Neptune's waves be join'd, 
Thy iEolus commands the waves, the wind : 
Fear not the rocks, or world's imperious waves ; 
Thou climb'st a Eock, my soul 1 a Rock that saves. 




/i,/„->i/// /il.v S/inrl- //,'rjA: iiiv .vinr/ Jir/iu.r/ , 
_/lli<l'J''rii(l.yj-ir/i/yitvi.iiir'<Ji}rii/i'^iriliiiy7!i,^^/r 
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I SAT DOWN UNDER HIS SHADOW WITH GREAT DELIGHT, AND 
HIS FEUIT WAS SWEET TO MY TASTE. — Canticles ii. 3. 

(^iJ^OOK how the sheep, whose ramWing steps do 
s=r-> stray 

Prom the safe blessing of her shepherd's eyes, 
Eftsoon* becomes the unprotected prey 

To the wing'd squadron of beleag'ring flies; 

Where, swelter'd with the scorching beams of day, 

She frisks from bush to brake, and wildly flies 

From her own self, e'en of herself afraid ; 

She shrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade. 

And craves the mercy of the soft removing shade. 

E'en so my wand'ring soul, that hath digress'd 
From her'great Shepherd, is the hourly prey 

Of all my sins ; these vultures in my breast 
Gri^e my Promethean heart both night and day, 

* Eftsoon, aoon afterwards. 
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I hunt from place to place, but find no rest ; 
I know not where to go, nor where to stay ; 
The eye of Vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My swelt'ring soul : my soul hath oft assay'd ; 
jTet she can find no shroud, yet she can find no 
shade. 

I sought the shades of mirth, to wear away 

My slow-pac'd hours of soul-consumiug grief : 
I search'd the shades of sleep, to ease my day 

Of griping sorrows with a night's reprief : 
I sought the shades of death; thought, there, t' allay 
My final torments with a full relief : 

But mirth, nor sleep, nor death, can hide my 

hours 
In the false shades of their deceitful bow'rs ; 
The first distracts, the next disturbs, the last de- 
vours. 

Where shall I turn ? to whom shall I apply me ? 
Are there no streams where a faint soul may 
wade ? 
Thy Godhead, Jesus, are the flames that fry me ; 

Hath thy all-glorious Deity ne'er a shade. 
Where I may sit, and Vengeance never eye me ; 
Where I might sit refresh'd, or unafraid ? 
Is there no comfort? is there no refection ? * 
Is there no cover that will give protection 
T' a fainting soul, the subject of thy wrath's re- 
flection ? 

* Re.feciion, refresluneut. 
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Look up, my soul ! advance the lowly stature 

Of thy sad thoughts ; advance thy humble eye : 
See, here's a shadow found ; the human nature 

Is made th' umbrella to the Deity, 
To catch the sunbeams of thy just Creator ; 
Beneath this covert thou may'st safely lie : 
Permit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree. 
As quick Zaccheus did, and thou shalt see 
A cloud of dying flesh betwixt those beams and thee. 



Ouil. in Cap. ii. Cant. 

Who can endare the fierce rays of the Sim of Justice ? 
who shall not be consumed by his beams ? Therefore 
the Sim of Justice took flesh, that through the conjunc- 
tion of that Sun and this human body, a shadow may 
be made. 

S. August. Med. Ca}j. xxxiv. 

LoKD, let my soul flee from the scorching thoughts 
of the world under the covert of thy wiags, that, being 
refreshed by the moderation of thy shadow, she may 
stag merrUy. In peace will I lay me down and rest. 



T^piQ- 14. 

Ah ! treach'rous soul, would not thy pleasures give 
That Lord, which made thee living, leave to live ? 
See what thy sins have done ; thy sins have made 
The Sun of Glory now become thy shade. 



EMBLEM XV. 

HOW SHALL WE SING THE LOED'S SONG IN A STRANGE LAND? 

Psalm cxxxvii. 4. 

TyXEGtE me no more : this airy mirth belongs 

^T To better times : these times are not for songs. 

The sprightly twang of the melodious lute 

Agrees not with my voice : and both unsuit 

My untun'd fortunes :* the affected measure 

Of strains that are constrain'd afford no pleasure. 

Music's the child of Mirth : where griefs assail 

The troubled soul, both voice and fingers fail: 

Let such as revel out their lavish days 

In honourable riot ; that can raise 

Dejected hearts, and conjure up a sprite 

Of madness by the magic of delight ; 

Let those of Cupid's hospital, that lie 

Impatient patients to a smiling eye ; 

That cannot rest until vain hope beguile 

Their flatter'd torment with a wanton smile ; 

Let such redeem their peace, and salve the wrongs 

• Vntuned fortunes ; i.e. sorro'wfnl circumstances. 
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Of froward Fortune with their frolic songs : 

My grief, my grief's too great for smiling eyes 

To cure, or counter-charms to exorcise. 

The raven's dismal croaks, the midnight howls 

Of empty wolves, mix'd with the screech of owls : 

The nine sad knells of a dull passing bell. 

With the loud language of a nightly knell, 

And horrid outcries of revenged crimes, 

Join'd in a medley's music for these times : 

These are no times to touch the merry string 

Of Orpheus ; no, these are no times to sing. 

Canhide-bound pris'ners, that have spent their souls 

And famish'd bodies in the noisome holes 

Of hell-black dungeons, apt* their rougher throats 

Grown coarse with begging alms, to warble notes ? 

Can the sad pilgrim, that hath lost his way 

In the vast desert, there condemn'd a prey 

To the wild subject, or his salvaget king, 

Eouse up his palsy-smitten sp'rits, and sing ? 

Can I, a pilgrim, and a pris'ner too, 

Alas ! where I am neither known, nor know 

Aught but my torments, an unransom'd stranger 

In this strange climate, in a land of danger — 

0, can my voice be pleasant, or my hand. 

Thus made a pris'ner to a foreign land ? 

How can my music relish in your ears, 

That cannot speak for sobs, nor sing for tears ? 

Ah ! if my voice could, Orpheus-like, unspell 

My poor Eurydice, my soul, from hell 

Of earth's misconstrued Heav'n, then my breast 

* Apt, adapt, or fit. t Salvage, savage, wild. 
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Should warble airs, whose rhapsodies should feast 
The ears of seraphims, and entertain 
Heav'n's highest Deity with their lofty strain ; 
A strain well drench' d in the true Thespian well : 
Till then, earth's semiquaver, Mirth, farewell. 



S. August. Med. Cup. xxxiii. 
infinitely happy are those heavenly virtues which 
are able to praise thee in holiness and purity, with ex- 
cessive sweetness and unutterable exaltation! From 
thence they praise thee, from whence they rejoice, because 
they continually see for what they rejoice, for what they 
praise thee : but we, pressed down with this burden of 
flesh, far removed from thy countenance in this pilgrim- 
age, and blown up with worldly vanities, cannot worthily 
praise thee ; we praise thee by faith, not face to face ; 
but those angehcal spirits praise thee face to face, and 
not by faith. 



l<]j)i{/. 15. 

Did I refuse to sing ? Said I these times 
Were not for songs, nor music for these climes ? 
It was my error : are not groans and tears 
Harmonious raptures in th" Almighty's ears ? 




BOOK THE FIPTH. 




Cant .5.cS. 
/)f7K<//f/rr.v c/\J/i(^{f/i ./I'/if fin F/>7//fi ftppf'f'Tc . 



BOOK THE FIFTH. 



EMBLEM I. 

I CHARGE TOtJ, DAUGHTERS OP JERUSALEM, IF YE FIND MY 
BELOVED, THAT YE TELL HIM, THAT I AM SICK OF LOVE. 

— Cemticlea v. 8. 

,E holy virgins, that so oft surround 
The city's sapphire walls ; whose snowy feet 
Measure the pearly paths of sacred ground, 

And trace the new Jerus'lem's jasper street ; 
Ah ! you whose care-forsaken hearts are crown'd 
With your best wishes : that tojoy the sweet 
Of all your hopes ; if e'er you chance to spy 
My absent love, tell him that I lie 
Deep wounded with the flames that furnac'd from 
his eye. 

I charge you, virgins, as you hope to hear 
The heav'nly music of your Lover's voice ; 

I charge you, by the solemn faith you bear 
To plighted vows, and to the loyal choice 
14* 
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Of your affections ; or, if aught more dear 
You hold, by Hymen, by your marriage joys ; 
I charge you tell him that a flaming dart, 
Shot from his eye, hath pierc'd my bleeding 
heart, 
And I am sick of love and languish in my smart. 

Tell him, tell him, how my panting breast 
Is scorch'd with flames, and how my soul is 
pin'd ; * 
Tell him, tell him, how I lie opprest 

With the full torments of a troubled mind ; 
0- tell him, tell him, that he loves in jest, 
But I in earnest ; tell him he's unkind ; 
But if a discontented frown appears 
Upon his angry brow, accost his ears 
With soft and fewer words, and act the rest in tears. 

tell him that his cruelties deprive 

My soul of peace, while peace in vain she seeks ; 
Tell him those damask roses, that ^id strive 

With white, both fade upon my sallow cheeks ; 
Tell him no token doth proclaim I live, 
But tears, and sighs, and sobs, and sudden 
shrieks ; 
Thus if your piercing words should chance to 

bore 
His heark'ning ear, and move a sigh, give o'er 
To speak ; and tell him, tell him that I could no 
more. 

• Pined, consumed, Wasted with grief. 
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If your elegious* breath should hap to rouse 

A happy tear, close harb'ring in his eye, 
Then urge his plighted faith, the sacred tows. 

Which neither I can break, nor he deny : 
Bewail the torments of his loyal spouse. 

That for his sake would make a sport to die : 
blessed virgins, how my passion tires 
Beneath the burden of her fond desires ! 
Heav'n never shot such flames, earth never felt 
such fires ! 



8. August. Med. Cap. xl. 

What shall I say ? what shall I do ? whither shall I 
go ? where shah. I seek him ? or when shall I find 
Tiim ? whom shall I ask ? who will tell my beloved that 
I am sick of love ? 

Guliel. in Cap. v. Cant. 

I Uve, but not I ; it is my beloved that Uveth in me : 
I love myself, not with my own love, but with the love 
of my beloved, that loveth me ; I love not myself in 
myself, but myself in him, and him in me. 



Epig. 1. 

Grieve not, my soul, nor let thy love wax faint : 
Weep'^t thou to lose the cause of thy complaint ? 
He'll come ; Love ne'er was bound to time nor laws ; 
Till then thy tears complain without a cause. 

• EUgiom, plaintive or complaining. 



EMBLEM II. 



STAY ME WITH FLOWERS,* COMFORT ME WITH APPLES! 

AM SICK OF LOVE. — CcMiticles ii. 5. 



FOR I 



TYEA.NT Love! how doth thy sov'reigii 
-t^s^ pow'r 

Subject poor souls to thy imperious thrall ! 
They say thy cup's compos'd of sweet and sour ; 

They say thy djet's honey, mix'd with gall : 
How conies it then to pass these lips of ourt 
Still trade in bitter : taste no sweet at all ? 
tyrant Love ! shall our perpetual toil 
Ne'er find a Sabbath, to refresh awhile 
Our drooping souls ? art thou all frowns, and ne'er 
a smile ? 

Ye blessed maids of honour, that frequent 
The royal courts of our renown'd Jehove,! 

With flow'rs restore my spirits faint and spent ; 
fetch me apples from Love's fruitful grove, 

* Flowers ; the word, in our modern Bibles, is flagons. 
t Our, put for ours, to accommodate the rhyme 
^Jehove, Jebotah. 
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etvcblem; 2. 
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To ecxilmy palate, and renew my scent. 
For I am sifk, for I am sick of lore ; 

These \nll reyive my dry. my wasted pow'rs. 
And tiiey mil sweeten my unsarry hom^ ; 
Befresh me then with fruit, and comfort me with 
flow'rs. 

bring me apples to assnage that fire, 

Wliieh, .£tna-like, inflames my flaming breast ; 
Nor is it eT'iy apple I desire. 

Nor that which pleases erry psJale best ; 
T5s not the Listing denian* I require : 
Nor yet the red-cheek'd queening* I request ; 
Nor that whidi first beshrew'dt the name of 

wife, 
Xor that whose beauty caus'd the golden strife : 
Xo, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life. 

Virgins, tuck up your silken laps, and fill ye 
"With the fair wealth of Flora's magazine ; 
The piuple vi'let, and the pale-fae'd lily ; 
The pansy, and the organ cdumbine ; 
The flowring thyme, the gilt-bowl daffodilly ; 
The lowly pink, the lofty e^antine ; 
The blushing rose, the queen of flow*rs and 

best 
Of Flora's beauty; but, aboTe the rest. 
Let Jesse's; sov'reign Flowr perfume my quahn- 
ing breast. 

* IVawa, f HMvtiiji, names of diSerait sorts U a^Ies. 

* /cse't, jessamine, alhi3ing to Chsist, tbe Son of Jinst. 
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Haste, virgins, haste ! for I lie weak and faint 

Beneath the pangs of love : why stand ye mute. 
As if your silence neither car'd to grant, 

Nor yet your language to deny, my suit ? 
No key can lock the door of my complaint, 
Until I smell this flow'r or taste that fruit. 
Go, virgins, seek this tree, and search that 

bow'r; 
how my soul shall bless that happy hour. 
That brings to me such fruit, that brings me such 
a flow'r ! 



Gisten, in Cap. ii. Cant. Expos. 8. 
happy sickness, where the infirmity is not to death, 
but to life, that God may be glorified by it 1 happy 
fever, that proceedeth not from a consuming, but a 
calcining, fire 1 happy distemper, wherein the soul 
reUsheth no earthly things, but only savoureth divine 
nourishment. 

.8. Bern, in Sertn. U. in Cant. 
By flowers, imderstand faith ; by fruit, good works. 
As the- flower or blossom is before the fruit, so is faith 
before good works : so neither is the fruit without the 
flower, nor good works without faith. 



Epirj. 2. 
Why apples, my soul ? can they remove 
The pains of grief, or ease the flames of love ? 
It was that fruit which gave the first ofience ; 
That sent him hither ; that removed him hence. 




Csco-t.-jio. 



EMBLEM III. 

MY BELOVED IS MEJE, AND 1 AM HIS : HE FBEDETH AMONO 

THE LILIES. — Canticles ii. 16. 

f>->'-~. 

' 'EN like two little bank-dividing brooks, 

That wash the pebbles with their wanton 

streams, 

And having rang'd and search'd a thousand nooks, 

Meet both at length in silver-breasted Thames, 

Where in a greater current they conjoin : 

So I my best beloved's am ; so he is mine. 

E'en so we met ; and after long pursuit, 
E'en so we join'd ; we both became entire : 

No need for either to renew a suit, 
For I was flax, and he was flames of fire. 
Our firm united souls did more than twine : 

So I my best beloved's am ; so he is mine. 

If all those glitt'ring monarchs, that command 
The sei'vile quarters of this earthly ball. 

Should tender, in exchange, their shares of land, 
I would not change my fortunes for them all : 
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Their wealth is hut a counter to my coin ; 
The world's but theirs ; hut my heloved's mine 

Nay, more ; if the fair Thespian ladies all 

Should heap together their diviner treasure, 
That treasure should be deem'd a price too small 
To buy a minute's lease of half my pleasure : 
'Tis not the sacred wealth of aU the nine 
Can buy my heart from him, or his from being 
mine. 

Nor time, nor place, nor chance, nor death, can bow 
My least desires unto the least remove : 

He's firmly mine by oath : I his by vow : 
He's mine by faith ; and I am his by love : 
He's mine by water ; I am his by wine ; 

Thus I my best beloved's am . thus he is mine. 

He is my altar ; I his holy place : 

I am his guest ; and he my living food : 

I'm his by penitence ; he mine by grace : 
I'm his by purchase ; he is mine by blood : 
He's my supporting helm ; and I his vine : 

Thus I my best beloved's am ; thus he is mine. 

He gives me wealth ; I give him aU my vows : 

I give him songs ; he gives me length of days : 
With wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu'rinj 

brows ; 
And I his temples with a crown of praise. 

Which he accepts ; as everlasting sign 
That I my best beloved's am ; that he is mine. 




Cant: 2 .16 . 



Anii'ii,/ t/ir y.i/i't'.v /ci it.y //ir.syini.ft' ,{ii-iiir 
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8. August, Manu. Cap. xxiv. 

my soul, stamped with the image of thy God, love 
him of •whom thou art so much belovod : bend to him 
that boweth to thee, seek him that seeketh thee : love 
thy lover, by whose love thou art prevented, being the 
cause of thy love : be careful with those that are care- 
ful, want with those that want : be clean with the clean, 
and holy with the holy: choose this friend above all 
friends, who, when aU are taken away, remaineth only 
faithful to thee : in the day of thy burial, when all leave 
thee, he will not deceive thee, but defend thee frctai the 
roaring lions prepared for their prey. 



Epig. 3. 

Sing, Hymen, to my soul. What ? lost and found, 
Welcom'd, espous'd, enjoy'd so soon, and crown'd ! 
He did but chmb the cross, and then came down 
To tb' gates of hell ; triumph'd, and fetch'd a, crown. 




EMBLEM IV. 

I AM MY beloved's, AND HIS DESIBE IS TOWARD ME. 

Oamticlea vii. 10. 

(|Tj^IKE to the arctic needle, that doth guide 
^4 The wand'ring shade by his magnetic pow'r, 
And leaves his silken gnomon* to decide 
The question of the controverted hour, 
First frantics up and down, from side to side. 
And restless beats his crystaU'd iv'ry case 
With vain impatience; jetst from place to 
place, 
And seeks the bosom of his frozen bride ; 

At length he slacks his motion, and doth rest 
His trembling point at his bright pole's beloved 
breast. 



E'en so my soul, being hurried here and there 
By ev'ry object that presents delight. 

Pain would be settled, but she knows not where ; 
She likes at morning what she loathes at night : 

* Gnomon, the stile-pen or cook of a dial, the shadow whereof 
points out the hours. t Jets, hops as a bird. 
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She bows to Honour ; then she lends an ear 

To that sweet swan-like voice of dying Pleasure, 
Then tumbles in the scatter 'd heaps of treasure ; 

Now flatter'd with false hope ; now foil'd with fear : 
Thus, finding all the world's delights to be 

But empty toys, good God, she points alone to thee 

But hath the virtu'd steel* a pow'r to move ? 
Or can the untouch'd needle point aright ? 
Or can my wand'ring thoughts forbear to rove, 

Unguided by the virtue of thy Sp'rit ? 
hath my leaden soul the heart t' improve 
Her wasted talent, and, unrais'd, aspire 
In this sad moulting-time of her desire ? 
Not first belov'd, have I the pow'r to love ? 

I cannot stir but as thou please to move me , 
Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou love 
me. 

The still commandress of the silent night 

Borrows her beams from her bright brother's eye: 
His fair aspect fills her sharp horns with light ; 

If he withdraw, her flames are quench'd and die : 
E'en so the beams of thy enlight'ning Sp'rit, 
Infus'd and shot into my dark desire, 
Inflame my thoughts, and fill my soul with 
fire. 
That I am ravish'd with a new delight ; 

But if thou shroud thy face, my glory fades. 
And I remain a nothing, all compos'd of shades. 

* Virtued steel, the maimer's compass. 
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Eternal God ! thou that only art 

The sacred fountain of eternal light. 
And blessed loadstone of my better part, 

thou, my heart's desire, my soul's delight, 
Reflect upon my soul, and touch my heart, 

And then my heart shall prize no good above 
thee ; 

And then my soul shall know thee ; knowing, 
love thee. 
And then my trembling thoughts shall never start 

From thy commands, or swerve the least degree, 
Or once presume to move, but as thev move in thee. 



S, August, Med. Cap. x. 

If man can love man vdih so entire affection, that the 
one can scarce brook the other's absence ; if a bride can 
be joined to her bridegroom with so great an ardency of 
mind, that for the extremity of love she can enjoy no 
rest, nor suffer his absence without great anxiety ; with 
what affection, with what fervency, ought the soul, 
whom thou hast espoused by faith and compassion, to 
love thee, her true God, and glorious Bridegroom. 



Epig. 4. 

My soul, thy love is dear : 'twas thought a good 
And easy penn'worth of thy Saviour's blood : 
But be not proud ; all matters rightly scann'd, 
'Twas over-bought : 'twas sold at second-hand. 



B O O ICV. 
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MY SOUL MELTED WHILST MY BELOVED SPAKE, — CantlcleS V. 6. 

^ OED, has the feeble voice of flesh and blooci 
3^^ The pow'r to work thine ears into a flood 
Of melted mercy ? or the strength t' unlock 
The gates of Heav'n, and to dissolve a rock 
Of marble clouds into a morning show'r ? 
Or hath the breath of whining dust the pow'r 
To stop or snatch a falling thunderbolt 
From thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolt 
From resolute confusion, and, instead 
Of vials, pour full blessings on our head ? 
Or shall the want of famish'd ravens cry, 
And move thy mercy to a quick supply ? 
Or shall the silent suits of drooping flow'rs 
Woo thee for drops, and be refresh'd with show'rs ? 
Alas ! what marvel then, great God, what wonder 
If thy hell-rousing voice, that splits in sunder 
The brazen portals of eternal death; 
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What wonder if that life-restoring breath, 
Which dragg'd me from th' infernal shades of night. 
Should melt my ravish'd soul with o'er-delight ? 
can my frozen gutters choose but run. 
That feel the warmth of such a glorious Sun ? 
Methinks his language, like a flaming arrow, 
Doth pierce my bones, and melts their wounded 

marrow. 
Thy flames, Cupid, (though the joyful heart 
Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the smart 
Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full desires) 
Are torments, weigh'd with these celestial fires ; 
Pleasures that ravish in so high a measure, 
That, O, I languish in excess of pleasure ! 
What ravish'd heart, that feels these melting joys, 
Would not despise and loathe the treach'rous toys 
Of dunghiU earth ? what soul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd scorns, the worst that flesh and 

blood 
Had rancour to devise ? who would not bear 
The world's derision with a thankful ear ? 
What palate would refuse full bowls of spite 
To gain a minute's taste of such delight ? 
Great spring of light, in whom there is no shade 
But what my interposed sins have made ; 
Whose marrow-melting fires admit no screen 
But what my own rebellions put between 
Their precious flames and my obdurate ear : 
Disperse this plague-distiUing cloud, and clear 
My mungy soul into a glorious day : 
Transplant this screen, remove this bar away ; 
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Then, then my fluent Boul shall feed the fires 
Of thy sweet voice, and my dissolv'd desires 
Shall turn a sov'reign balsam, to make whole 
Those wounds my sins inflicted on thy soul. 



8. August. Soliloq. Cap, xxxiv. 

What fire is this that so warmeth my heart ? what 
light is this that so enlighteneth my soul ? fire, that 
always burneth, and never goeth out, kindle me ! 
light, which ever shineth, and art never darkened, 
illumiaate me ! that I had my heat from thee, most 
holy fire ! How sweetly dost thou burn 1 how secretly 
dost thou shine 1 how desiderably* dost thou inflame 
me! 

S. Bonavent. Stim. Amoris. Cap. viii. 

It maketh God man, and man God ; things temporal, 
eternal ; mortal, immortal : it maketh an enemy a 
friend, a servant a son, vUe things glorious, cold hearts 
fiery, and hard things liquid. 



Epig. 5. 
My soul, thy gold is true, but full of dross : 
Thy Saviour's breath refines thee with some loss : 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true ; 
Thou must be melted ere th' art cast anew. 

* Desiderably, desiredly. 



15 



EMBLEM VI. 

WHOM HAVE I IN HEAVEN BUT THEE? AND THERE IS NONE 
UPON EARTH THAT I DESIRE BESIDE THEE. — PsaVm Ixxui. 25. 

JL LOVE (and have some cause to love) the Earth ; 
s She is my Maker's creature, therefore good : 
She is my mother, for she gave me birth ; 

She is my tender nurse ; she gives me food ; 
But what's a creatiu:e. Lord, compar'd with thee ? 
Or what's my mother, or my nurse, to me ? 

I love the Air ; her dainty sweets refresh 
My drooping soul, and to new sweets iavite me ; 

Her shrill-mouth'd choir sustain me with their flesh, 
And with their Polyphonian* notes delight me : 

But what's the Air, or all the sweets that she 

Can bless my soul withal, compar'd to thee ? 

I love the Sea, she is my fellow-creature, 

My careful purveyor ; she provides me store : 

She walls me round ; she makes my diet greater ; 
She wafts my treasure from a foreign shore : 

* Polyphonian, many-sounding. 
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But, LoED of Oceans, when compar'd with thee, 
What is the ocean, or her wealth, to me ? 

To Heav'n's high city I direct my journey. 
Whose spangled suburbs entertain mine eye ; 

Mine eye, by contemplation's great attorney. 
Transcends the crystal pavement of the sky ; 

But what is Heav'n, great God, compar'd to thee ? 

Without thy presence Heav'n's no Heav'n to me. 

Without thy presence, earth gives no refection : * 
Without thy presence, sea affords no treasure ; 

Without thy presence, air's a rank infection ; 
Without thy presence, Heav'n itself s no pleasure : 

If not possess'd, if not enjoy'd in thee. 

What's earth, or sea, or air, or Heav'n, to me ? 

The highest honours that the world can boast 
Are subjects far too low for my desire ; 

The brightest beams of glory are (at most) 
But dying sparkles of thy living fire : 

The proudest flames that earth can kindle be 

But nightly glow-worms, if compar'd to thee. 

Without thy presence, wealth are bags of cares ; 

Wisdom but folly ; joy, disquiet sadness : 
Friendship is treason, and delights are snares : 

Pleasure's but pain, and mirth but pleasing 
madness : 
Without thee. Lord, things be not what they be ; 
Nor have they being, when compar'd with thee. 

* Refection, refreshment. 
15* 
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In having all things, and not thee, what have I ? 

Not having thee, what have my labours got ? 
Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave I ? 

And, having thee alone, what have I not ? 
I wish nor sea, nor land ; nor would I be 
Possess'd of Heav'n, Heav'n unpossess'd of thee. 



Bonavent. Soliloq. Cap. i. 

Alas I my God, now I understand (but blush to con- 
fess) that the beauty of thy creatures hath deceived 
mine eyes, and I have not observed thai thou art more 
amiable than all thy creatures ; to which thou hast 
communicated but one drop of thy inestimable beauty: 
for who hath adorned the heavens with stars ? who 
hath stored the air with fowl, the waters with fish, the 
earth with plants and flowers ? But what are all these 
but a small spark of divine beauty ? 

S. Chri/s. Horn. v. in Ep. ad Rom. 

In having nothing, I have all things, because I have 
Christ. Having therefore all things in him, I seek no 
other reward ; for he is the universal reward. 



Epig. 6. 

Who would not throw his better thoughts about him, 
And scorn this dross within him ; that, without him ? 
Cast up, my soul, thy clearer eye ; behold, 
If thou be fuUy melted, there's the mould. 



book: ^r. 
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EMBLEM VII. 

WOE IS ME, TEAT I SOJOUBN IN MESECH, THAT I DWELL IN 
THE TENTS OF KEDAE I — Psahn CXX. 5. 

fS Nature's course dissolv'd ? doth Time's glass 
stand ? 
Or hath some frolic heart set back the hand 
Of Fate's perpetual clock ? will 't never strike ? 
Is crazy time grown lazy, faint or sick, 
With very age ? or hath that great purroyal* 
Of adamantine sisters late made trial 
Of some new trade ? shall mortal hearts grow old 
In sorrow ? shall my weary arms infold 
And underprop my panting sides for ever ? 
Is there no charitable hand will sever 
My weU-spun thread, that my imprison'd soul 
May be dehvered from this dull dark hole 
Of dunge^on flesh ? shall I, shall I never 
Be ransom'd, but remain a slave for ever ? 
It is the lot of man but once to die ; 
But, ere that death, how many deaths have I ! 

* Pwroyal, pair-royal. 
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What human madness makes the world afraid 
To entertain Heav'n's joys, because convey'd 
By th' hand of Death ? Will Nakedness refuse 
Eich change of robes, because the man's not 

spruce 
That brought them ? or will Poverty send back 
Full bags of gold, because the bringer's black ? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 
Fill'd with the torments of a thousand deaths ; 
Which, being prick'd by death (while death deprives 
One life), presents the soul a thousand lives. 
frantic mortal, how hath earth, bewitch'd 
Thy bedlam soul, which hath so fondly pitch'd 
Upon her false delights ! delights that cease 
Before enjoyment finds a time to please : 
Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears ; her fears 
Bring hopeful griefs ; her griefs weep fearful tears ; 
Tears coin deceitful hopes ; hopes careful doubt ; 
And surly passion justles passion out. 
To-day we pamper with a full repast 
Of lavish mirth ; at night we weep as fast : 
To-night we swim in wealth, and lend ; to-morrow 
We sink in want, and find no friend to borrow. 
In what a climate doth my soul reside, 
Where pale-fac'd Murder, the first-born of Pride, 
Sets up her kingdom in the very smiles. 
And plighted faiths of men-like crocodiles : 
A land where each embroider'd satin word 
Is lin'd with fraud ; where Mars his lawless sword 
Exiles Astrsea's balance ; where that hand 
Now slays his brother, that new-sow'd his lant* ' 
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that my days of bondage would expire 

In this lewd soil ! Loed, how my soul's on fire 

To be dissolv'd, that I might once obtain 

These long'd-for joys — long'd for so oft in vain ! 

If, Moses-like, I may not live possest 

Of this fair land, Lokd, let me see't, at least. 



8. August. Soliloq. Cap. ii. 

My life is a frail life ; a corruptible life ; a life, which 
the more it increaseth, the more it deereaseth : the 
farther it goeth, the nearer it cometh unto death: a 
deceitful life, and like a shadow ; full of the snares of 
death : now I rejoice ; now I languish ; now I flourish ; 
now infirm : now I live, and straight I die ; now I seem 
happy, always miserable ; now I laugh, now I weep : 
thus all things are subject to mutability, that nothing 
continueth an hour in one state : joy above joy, 
exceeding all joy, without which there is no joy, when 
shall I enter into thee, that I may see my God that 
dwelleth in thee ? 



Epig. 7. 

Art thou so weak ? canst thou not digest 

An hour of travel for a night of rest ? 

Cheer up, my soul, caU home thy sp'rits, and bear 

One bad Good-Friday ; full-mouth'd Easter's near.* 

* The author here contrasts the strict fast observed on Good 
Friday (particularly in the Eoman Catholic Church), with the 
abundance which prevails during the Easter festivities, then about 
to commence. 



EMBLEM VIII. 

WRETCHBD MAN THAT I AM 1 WHO SHALL DELIVBE ME FflOM 

THE BODY OF THIS DEATH. — Momans vii. 24. 

^I^EHOLD thy darling, ttiich thy lustful care 
@^ Pampers ; for which thy restless thoughts 

prepare 
Such early cates ;* for whom thy bubbling brow 
So often sweats, and bankrupt eyes do owe 
Such midnight scores to Nature ; for whose sake 
Base earth is sainted ; the infernal lake 
Unfear'd ; the crown of glory poorly rated ; 
Thy God neglected, and thy brother hated : 
Behold thy darling, whom thy soul affects 
So dearly ; whom thy fond indulgence decks 
And puppets up in soft and silken weeds ; 
Behold thy darling, whom thy fondness feeds 
With far-fetch'd deHcates, the dear-bought gains 
Of ill-spent time, the price of half my pains : 
Behold thy darhng, who, when clad by thee. 
Derides thy nakedness ; and, when most free, 

* Gates, Tiaiids. 



B O O K "V". 




EMIB LETyr 8. 



-Romi: 7,21, 
O il.-/i:/r/ii'i/ .Ifrui .' t^uu- rlf^rnric/./ri r/rror f/iv 'Ji/-ent/i 



BOOK V. EMBLEMS. 233 

Proclaims her lover slave ; and, being fed 

Most full, then strikes th' indulgent feeder dead. 

What mean'st thou thus, my poor deluded soul, 

To love so fondly ? Can the burning coal 

Of thy affection last without the fuel 

Of counter love ? is thy compeer so cruel, 

And thou so kind, to love unlov'd again ? 

Canst thou sow favours, and thus reap disdain ? 

Eemember, remember thou art born 

Of royal blood ; remember thou art sworn 

A maid of honour in the Court of Heav'n ; 

Eemember what a costly price was giv'n 

To ransom thee from slav'ry thou wert in ; 

And wilt thou now, my soul, turn slave again ? 

The Son and Heir to Heav'n's Triune JEHOYE 

Would fain become a suitor for thy love. 

And offers for thy dow'r his Father's throne, 

To sit for seraphims to gaze upon : 

He'll give thee honour, pleasure, wealth and things 

Transcending far the majesty of kings ; 

And wUt thou prostrate to the odious charms 

Of this base scullion ? shall his hollow arms 

Hug thy soft sides ? shall these coarse hands 

untie 
The sacred zone of thy virginity ? 
For shame, degen'rous soul ! let thy desire 
Be quicken'd up with more heroic fire : 
Be wisely proud, let thy ambitious eye 
Bead nobler objects ; let thy thoughts defy 
Such am'rous baseness ; let thy soul disdain 
Th' ignoble proffers of so base a swain : 
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Or, if thy vows be past, and Hymen's bands 
Have ceremonied your unequal hands, 
Annul, at least avoid, thy lawless act 
With insuf&cience, or a pre-contract : 
Or, if the act be good, yet may'st thou plead 
A second freedom ; for the flesh is dead. 



Nazianz. Orat. xvi. 

How I am joined to this body I know not ; which 
when it is healthful provoketh me to war, and being 
damaged by war, affecteth me with grief : which I both 
love as a feUow-servant, and hate as an utter enemy : 
it is a pleasant foe and a perfidious friend. strange 
conjunction and alienation : what I fear I embrace, and 
what I love I am afraid of; before I make war I am 
reconciled ; before I enjoy peace, I am at variance. 



Epig. 8. 

What need that house be daub'd with flesh and blood? 
Hang'd round with sUks and gold ? repaired with food ? 
Cost idly spent ! That cost doth but prolong 
Thy thralJom : fool, thou mak'st thy gaol too strong. 



EMBLEM IX. 

f AM IN A STRAIT BETWIXT TWO, HAVING A DESIRE TO DEPART, 
AND TO BE WITH CHRIST. — PMl. 1. 23. 

^^^HAT meant our careful parents so to wear 
XcJ^ -Ajid lavisli out their ill-expended hours. 
To purchase for us large possessions here, 
Which (though unpurchas'd) are too, truly ours ? 
What meant they, ah ! what meant they, to 

endure 
Such loads of needless labour to procure 
And make that thing our own, which was our own 
too sure ? 

What mean these liv'ries* and possessive keys ? 
What mean these bargains, and these needless 
sales ? 
What mean these jealous, these suspicious ways, 
Of law-devis'd and law-dissolv'd entails ? 
No need to sweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
Estates of high-priz'd land ; no need to tie 
Earth to their heirs, were they but clogg'd with 

earth as I. 
• Liveries, a, law term, expressive of legal comfeyance of an estate. 
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were their souls but clogg'd with earth as I, 
They would not purchase with so salt an itch : 

They would not take of alms,* what now they buy; 
Nor call him happy whom the world calls rich : 
They would not take such pains, project and 

prog,t 
To charge their shoulders with so great a log : 
Who hath the greater lands, hath but the greater 
clog. 

1 cannot do an act which Earth disdains not ; 

I cannot think a thought which Earth corrupts not : 
I cannot speak a word which Earth profanes not ; 
I cannot make a yow Earth interrupts not : 
If I but offer up an early groan, 
Or spread my wings to Heav'n's long long'd- 
! for throne, 

\ She darkens my complaints, and drags my off'ring 
^ down. 

E'en like the hawk (whose keepers wary hands 

Have made a pris'ner to her weath'ringj stock). 
Forgetting quite the power of her fast bands. 
Makes a rank bate| from her forsaken block ; 
But her too faithful leash § doth soon restrain 
Her broken flight, attempted oft in vain ; 
It gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again. 

' Of alms; i.e. as a free gift, 
t To prog, to use all eudeavonrs to get or gain. 
} To weather a hawk (ia falconry) signifies to set her abroad to 
take the air. | Jiank bate, a strong spring for flight. 

§ Leash, thong by which a hawk is fastened to hei stock or peicb. 
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So, when my soul directs her better eye 

To Heaven's bright palace, where my treasure lies, 
I spread my willing wings, but cannot fly ; 
Earth hales me down ; I cannot, cannot rise : 
When I but strive to mount the least degree. 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee : 
LoBD, how my soul is rack'd betwixt the world and 
thee! 

Great God, I spread my feeble wings in vain ; 

In vain I offer my extended hands : 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chain ; 
I cannot come till thou release my bands ; 
Which if thou please to break, and then supply 
My wings with spirit, th' eagle shall not fly 
A pitch that's half so fair, nor half so swift as I. 



S. Bonavent. Soliloq. Cap. i. 
Ah, sweet Jesus ! pierce the marrow of my soul with 
the healthful shafts of thy love, that it may truly burn, 
and melt, and languish, with the only desire of thee ; 
that it may desire to be dissolved, and to be with thee : 
let it hunger alone for the bread of Hfe : let it thirst 
after thee, the spring and fountain of eternal light, the 
stream of true pleasure : let it always desire thee, seek 
thee, and find thee, and sweetly rest in thee. 



Epiy. 9. 
What, will thy shackles neither loose nor break ? 
Are they too strong, or is thy arm too weak ? 
Art will prevail where knotty strength denies ; 
My soul, there's aquafortis in thine eyes. 



EMBLEM X. 

BEING MY SOUL OUT OF PRISON, THAT I MAY PRAISE THY NAME. 

Psahn. oxlii. 7. 

^^r Y soul is like a bird ; my flesh the cage, 
^^^ Wherein she wears her weary pilgrimage 

Of hours as few as evil, daily fed 
With sacred wine and sacramental bread : 
The keys that lock her in, and let her out, 
Are birth and death : 'twixt both she hops about 
From perch to perch, from sense to reason ; then 
From higher reason down to sense again : 
From sense she cUmbs to faith; where, for a season. 
She sits and sings ; then down again to reason : 
From reason back to faith, and straight from thence 
She rudely flutters to the perch of sense : 
From sense to hope ; then hops from hope to doubt ; 
From doubt to dull despair ; there seeks about 
For desp'rate freedom, and at ev'ry grate 
She wildly thrusts, and begs th' untimely date 
Of unexpired thraldom, to release 
Th' afflicted captive, that can find no peace. 
Thus am I coop'd within this fleshly cage ; 
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I wear my youth, and waste my weary age ; 
Spending that breath, which was ordain'd to chant 
Heav'n's praises forth in sighs and sad complaint ; 
Whilst happier birds can spread their nimble wing 
From shrubs to cedars, and there chirp and sing. 
In choice of raptures, the harmonious story 
Of man's redemption, and his Maker's glory. 
You glorious martyrs, you illustrious troops. 
That once were cloister'd in your fleshly coops 
As fast as I, what rhet'ric had your tongues ? 
What dext'rous art had your elegiac songs ? 
What Paul-like pow'r had your admir'd devotion ? 
What shackle-breaking faith infus'd such motion 
To your st/ong pray'r, that could obtain tha boon 
To be enlarg'd, to be uncag'd so soon ? 
When I (poor I) can sing my daily tears, 
Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears. 
You great partakers of eternal glory. 
That with your Heav'n-prevailing oratory 
Eeleas'd yom- souls from your terrestrial cage, 
Permit the passion of my holy rage 
To recommend my sorrows (dearly known 
To you in days of old, and once your own) 
To your best thoughts (but oh, 't doth not befit ye 
To move our pray'rs ; you love and joy, not pity) : 
Great Lord of souls, to whom should pris'ners fly 
But thee ? thou hadst thy cage as weU as I ; 
And, for my sake, thy pleasure was to know 
The sorrows that it brought, and felt'st them too : 
let me free, and I wfll spend those days 
Which now I waste in begging, in thy praise. 
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Anselm, in Protolog. Cap. i. 

miserable condition of mankind, that has lost that 
for which he was created ! Alas ! what hath he lost ? 
and what hath ha found ? He hath lost happiness for 
which ho was made, and found misery for which he was 
not made. What is gone ? and what is left ? That 
thing is gone, without which he is unhappy ; that thing 
is left, by which he is miserable, wretched man ! 
from whence are we expelled ? to what are we impelled ? 
whence are we thrown, and whither are we hurried ? 
From our home into banishment ; from the sight of 
God into our own blindness ; from the pleasure of im- 
mortality to the bitterness of death. Miserable change I 
from how great a good, to how great an evil ! Ah me, 
what have I enterprised ? what have I done ? whither 
did I go ? whither am I come ? 



Eiiifj. 10. 

Paul's midnight voice prevail'd ; his music's thunder 
Unhing'd the prison doors, split bolts in sunder : 
And sitt'st thou here, and hang'st tlie feeble wing ? 
And whin'st to be enlarg'd ? Soul, learn to sing. 
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EMBLEM XI. 

AS THE HART PANTETH AFTEE THE WATER-BROOKS, SO PANTETH 
MY SOUL AFTER THEE, GOD. — Psahn xlii. 1. 

STuTOW shall my tongue express that hallow'd fire 
^^■1 Which heaven hath kindled in my ravish'd 

heart ? 
What muse shall I invoke that will inspire 

My lowly quill to act a lofty part ? 
What art shaU I devise t' express desire 
Too intricate to be express'd by art ? 
Let all the Nine be silent ; I refuse 
Their aid in this high task, for they abuse 
The flames of love too much : assist me, David's 
Muse. 

Not as the thirsty soil desires soft show'rs 
To quicken and refresh her embryon grain,* 

Nor as the drooping crests of fading flow'rs 
Bequest the bounty of a morning rain, 

* Embryon grain, seed in the earth not grown up. 
16 
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Do I desire my God : these in few hours 
Ee-wish what late their wishes did obtain : 
But as the swift-foot hart doth, wounded, fly. 
To th' much desired streams, e'en so do I 

Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 

Before a pack of deep-mouth'd lusts I flee ; 

they have singled out my panting heart, 
And wanton Cupid, sitting in a tree. 

Hath pierc'd my bosom with a flaming dart : 
My soul, being spent, for refuge seeks to thee, 
But cannot find where thou, my Eefuge, art : 
Like as the swift-foot hart doth, wounded, fly 
To the desir'd streams, e'en so do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 

At length, by flight, I overwent the pack ; 

Thou drew'st the wanton dart fi'om out my wound : 
The blood that foUow'd left a purple track. 

Which brought a serpent, but in shape a hound : 
We strove, he bit me ; but thou break'st his back ; 

1 left him grov'Uing on th' envenom'd ground : 
But as the serpent-bitten hart doth fly 

To the long long'd-for streams, e'en so do I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 

If lust should chase my soul, made swift by 
fright, 

Thou art the stream whereto my soul is bound ; 
Or if a jav'lin wound my sides in flight. 

Thou art the balsam that must cure my wound : 
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If poison chance t' infest my soul in fight, 

Thou art the treacle that must make me sound. 
E'en as the -wounded hart, emhost,* doth fly 
To th' streams extremely long'd for, so do I 

Pant after thee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 



S. Cyril. Lib. v. in Joh. Cap. x. 
precious water, -wliich quencheth the noisome 
thirst of this world, that scoureth all the stains of sin- 
ners, that watereth the earth of our souls with heavenly 
showers, and bringeth Lack the thirsty heart of man to 
his only God. 

S. August. Soliloq. Cap. xxsv. 

fountain of life, and vein of hving waters, when 
shall I leave this forsaken, impassable, and dry earth, 
and taste the waters of thy sweetness, that I may 
behold thy vu'tue and thy glory, and slake my thirst 
with the streams of thy mercy ? Lord, I thirst : thou 
art the spring of life ; satisfy me : I thirst, Lord ; I 
thirst after thee, the living God. 



Epu). 11. 

The arrow-smitten hart, deep wounded, flies 
To th' springs, with water in his weeping eyes : 
HeaVn is thy spring : if Satan's fiery dart 
Pierce thy faint sides, do so, my wounded heart. 
* Embost (a teim of hunters), wearied to foaming. 

16 » 
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EMBLEM XII. 

WHEN SHALL I COME AND APPEAK BEFORE GOD 1 — Psahn xlii. 2. 

^5^jHAT is my soul the better to be tin'd* 
^^'f With holy fire ? whatbootst it to be eoin'd 
With Heav'n's own stamp? what 'vantage can 

there be 
To souls of Heav'n-descended pedigree, 
More than to beasts that grovel ? Are not they 
Fed by th' Almighty's hand ; and, ev'ry day, 
Fill'd with his blessings too ? Do they not see 
God in his creatures, as direct as we ? 
Do they not taste thee? hear thee? nay, what sense 
Is not partaker of thine excellence ? 
What more do we ? alas ! what serves our reason, 
But, like dark lanthorns, to accompUsh treason 
With greater closeness ? It affords no Hght, 
Brings thee no nearer to our purbhnd sight ; 
No pleasure rises up the least degree, 
Great God, but in the clearer view of thee •: 
* lined, lighted up. f Boots, profits. 
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What priv'lege more than sense hath reason than ?* 
What 'vantage is it to be born a man ? 
How often have my patience built, dear Lord, 
Vain tow'rs of hope upon thy gracious word ! 
How often hath thy hope-reviving grace 
Woo'd my suspicious eyes to seek thy face : 
How often have I sought thee ! how long 
Hath expectation taught my perfect tongue 
Eepeated pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ne'er obtain ; 
In vain I seek thee, and I beg in vain ! 
If it be high presumption to behold 
Thy face, why didst thou make my eyes so bold 
To seek it ? if that object be too bright 
For man's aspect, why did thy lips invite 
Mine eye t' expect it ? if it might be seen, 
Why is this envious curtain drawn between 
My d&rken'd eye and it ? tell me, why 
Thou dost command the thing thou dost deny ? 
Why dost thou give me so unpriz'd a treasure. 
And then deny'st my greedy soul the pleasure 
To view thy gift ? Alas 1 that gift is void, 
And is no gift, that may not be enjoyed. 
If these refulgent beams of Heav'n's great light 
Gild not the day, what is the day but night ? 
The drowsy shepherd sleeps, flow'rs droop and fade; 
The birds are sullen, and the beasts are sad : 
But if bright Titan dart his golden ray 
And with his riches glorify the day, 
The jolly shepherd pipes, flow'rs freshly spring ; 
The beasts grow gamesome, and the birds they sing. 
• Than, put for then, to aooommodate the rhyme. 
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Thou art my Sun, great God ! when shall I 
View the full beams of thy meridian eye ? 
Draw, draw this fleshly curtain, that denies 
The gracious presence of thy glorious eyes : 
Or give me faith, and, by the eye of grace, 
I shall behold thee, though not facp- to face. 



8. August, in Psal. xxxix. 

Who created all things is better than all things ; who 
beautified all things is more beautiful than aU things ; 
who made strength is stronger than all things; who 
made great things is greater than all things : whatsoever 
thou lovest, he is that to thee : learn to love the Work- 
man in his work, the Creator in his creature : let not 
that which was made by him possess thee, lest thou 
lose him by whom thyself was made. 

8. August. Med. Cap. xxxvii. 

thou most sweet, most gracious, most amiable, most 
fan, when shall I see thee ? when shall I be satisfied 
with thy beauty ? when vrilt thou lead me from this 
dark dungeon, that I may confess thy name ? 



Epig. 12. 

How art thou shaded, in this veU of night, 
Behind thy curtain flesh ? Thou seest no hght 
But what thy pride doth challenge as her own ; 
Thy flesh is high : Soul, take this curtain down. 
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EMBLEM XIII. 



O THAT I HAD WINGS LIKE A DOVE, FOR THEN ■WOUIiD I FLV 
AWAY AND BE AT EEST. — Psalm. Iv. 6. 

I ND am I sworn a dunghill-slave for ever 
To earth's base drudg'ry? Shall I never 
find 

A night of rest ? Shall my indentures never 
Be cancell'd ? Did injurious Nature bind 
My soul Earth's prentice, with no clause to leave 
her? 
No day of freedom ? Must I ever grind ? 
that I had the pinions of a dove, 
That I might quit my bands, and soar above, 
And pour my just complaints before the great 
Jehove ! 

How happy are the doves that have the pow'r, 
Whene'er they please, to spread their airy wings ! 

Or cloud-dividing eagles, that can tow'r 
Above the scent of these inferior things ! 
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How happy is the lark, that ev'ry hour 
' Leaves earth, and then, for joy, mounts up and 
sings ! 
Had my dull soul but wings as well as they, 
How I would spring from earth, and clip* away, 
As wise AstraBa, and scorn this ball of clay ! 

how my soul would spurn this ball of clay 
And loathe the dainties of earth's painful 
pleasure ! 
how I'd laugh to see men night and day 

Turmoil to gain that trash they call their treasure ! 
how I'd smile to see what plots they lay 
To catch a blast, or own a smile from Caesar ! 
Had I the pinions of a mounting dove, 
How I would soar and sing, and hate the love 
Of transitory toys, and feed on joys above ! 

There should I find that everlasting pleasure, 
Which change removes not, and which chance 
prevents not ; 
There should I find that everlasting treasure. 
Which force deprives not, fortune disaugmentst 
not ; 
There should I find that everlasting Caesar, 
Whose hand recalls not, and whose heart repents 
not : 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove, 
How I would climb the skies, and hate the love 
Of transitory toys, and joy in things above ! 
* GU^j fly swiftly. t Disaugments, wasteth. 
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No rank-mouth'd slander there shall give offence, 
Or blast our blooming names, as here they do ; 
No liver-scalding lust shall there incense 

Our boiling veins ; there is no Cupid's bow : 
Lord, give my soul the milk-white innocence 
Of doves, and I shall have their pinions too : 
Had I the pinions of a sprightly dove. 
How I would quit this earth, and soar above. 
And Heav'n's bless'd kingdom find, and Heav'n's 
bless'd King, Jehove ! 



8. August, in Psal. cxxxviii. 
What wings should I desire but the two precepts of 
love, on which the law and the prophets depend ? if 
I could obtain these wings, I could fly from thy face to 
thy face, from the face of thy justice to the face of thy 
mercy : let us find those wings by love, which we have 
lost by lust. 

8. August, in Psal, Ixxvi. 
Let us cast off whatsoever hindereth, entangleth, or 
burdeneth our flight, until we attain that which satis- 
fieth ; beyond which nothing is ; beneath which all 
things are ; of which all things are. 



Epig. 13, 
Tell me, my wishing soul, didst ever try 
How fast the wings of red-cross'd Faith can fly? 
Why begg'st thou, then, the pinions of a dove ? 
Faith's wings are swifter ; but the swiftest, love. 



EMBLEM XIV. 

HOW AMIABLE ABE THY TABKENACLES, O LOED OF HOSTS ! 

Psalm Ixxxiv. 1. 

^ NCIENT of days, to whom all times are nov, , 
Before whose glory seraphims do bow 
Their blushing cheeks, and veil their blemish'd faces ; 
That, uncontain'd, at once dost fill aU places ; 
How glorious, how far beyond the height 
Of puzzled quills, or the obtuse conceit 
Of flesh and blood, or the too flat reports 
Of mortal tongues, are thy expressless Courts ! 
Whose glory to paint forth with greater art, 
Eavish my fancy and inspire my heart ; 
Excuse my bold attempt, and pardon me 
For showing Sense what Faith alone should see. 
Ten thousand millions, and ten thousand more. 
Of angel-measur'd leagues from th' eastern shore 
Of dungeon-earth, this glorious palace stands, 
Before whose pearly gates ten thousand bands 
Of armed angels wait, to entertain 
Those purged souls for whom the Lamb was slaia ; 
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Whose guiltless death, and voluntary yielding 
Of whose giv'n life, gave this brave Court her build- 
ing: 
The lukewarm blood of this dear Lamb, being spilt, 
To rubies turn'd, whereof her posts were built ; 
And what dropp'd down in cold and gelid gore 
Did turn rich sapphires, and impav'd her floor : 
The brighter flames, that from his eye-balls ray'd, 
Grew chrysolites, whereof her walls were made : 
The milder glances sparkled on the ground, 
And groundsell'd ev'ry door with diamond ; 
But, dying, darted upwards, and did fix 
A battlement of purest sardonyx. 
Her streets with burnish'd gold are paved round ; 
Stars lie like pebbles scatter'd on the ground : 
Pearl, mix'd with onyx, and the jasper stone. 
Made gravell'd causeways to be trampled on. 
There shines no sun by day, no moon by night ; 
The palace glory is the palace light : 
There is no time to measure motion by, 
There time is swallow'd in eternity : 
Wry-mouth'd Disdain, and corner-haunting Lust, 
And twy-fac'd Fraud, and beetle-brow'd Distrust, 
Soul-boiHng Eage, and trouble-state Sedition, 
And giddy Doubt, and goggle-ey'd Suspicion, 
And lumpish Sorrow, and degen'rous Fear, 
Are banished thence, and Death's a stranger there : 
But simple love, and sempiternal joys. 
Whose sweetness never gluts, nor fulness cloys ; 
Where face to face, our ravish'd eye shall see 
Great ELOHIM, that glorious One in Three, 
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And Three in One, and, seeing him, shall bless him ; 
And, blessing, love him ; and in love possess him. 
Here stay, my soul, and ravish in relation ; 
Thy words being spent, spend now in contemplation. 



S. Greg, in Psal. vii. Pcmitent. 

Sweet Jesus, the Word of the Father, the brightness 
of paternal glory, whom angels delight to view, teach 
me to do thy will ; that led by thy good Spirit, I may 
come to that blessed city, where day is eternal ; where 
there is certain security, and secure eternity ; and eter- 
nal peace, and peaceful happiness ; and happy sweet- 
ness, and sweet pleasure ; where thou, God, with the 
Father and the Holy Spirit, livest and reignest world 
without end. 

Ibidmt. 

There is hght without darkness; joy without grief; 
desire without punishment ; love without sadness ; 
satiety without loathing; safety without fear; health 
without disease ; and life without death. 



Epig. 14. 

My soul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion 
Of Sol's bright face is seen but by reflection : 
But would'st thou know what's Heav'n ? I'll tell thee 

what; 
Think what thou canst not think, and Heav'n is that. 
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EMBLEM XV. 

MAKE HASTE, MY BELOVED, AND BE THOU LIKE TO A ROE OR 
TO A YOUNG HART UPON THE MOUNTAINS OF SPICES. — 

Canticles viii. 14. 

0, gentle tyrant, go ; thy flames do pierce 
My soul too deep ; thy flames are too, too 
fierce : 

My marrow melts, my fainting spirits fry, 
I' th' torrid zone of thy meridian eye : 
Away, away, thy sweets are too perfuming ; 
Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too consuming : 
Haste, hence, and let thy winged steps outgo 
The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 

But wilt thou leave me, then ? thou, that art 
Life of my soul, soul of my dying heart ; 
Without the sweet aspect of whose fair eyes 
My soul doth languish, and her solace dies ; 
Art thou so eas'ly woo'd ? so apt to hear 
The frantic language of my foolish fear ? 
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Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 
Look, look upon me, though thine eyes o'ercome 
me. 

how they wound ! but how my wounds content 

me ! 
How sweetly these delightful pains torment me ! 
How I am tortur'd in excessive measure 
Of pleasing cruelties ! too cruel pleasure ! 
Turn, turn away, remove thy scorching beams ; 

1 languish with these bitter sweet extremes : 

Haste then, and let thy winged steps outgo 
The flying roebuck, and his frighted roe. 

Turn back, my dear ! let my ravish'd eye 
Once more behold thy face before thou fly ! 
What, shall we part without a mutual kiss ? 

who can leave so sweet a face as this ? 
Look full upon me ; for my soul desires 
To turn a holy martyr in these fires : 

leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames o'ercome 
me. 

If thou becloud the sunshine of thy eye, 

1 freeze to death : and if it shine I fry ; 
Which, like a fever, that my soul hath got, 
Makes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hot : 
Alas ! I cannot bear so sweet a smart. 

Nor canst thou be less glorious than thou art. 
Haste then, and let thy winged steps outgo 
The frighted roebuck and his flying roe. 
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But go not far beyond the reach of breath ; 
Too large a distance makes another death : 
My youth is in her spring ; autumnal vows 
Will make me riper for so sweet a spouse : 
When after-times have burnish'd my desire, 
I'll shoot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire. 

leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 

Look, look upon me, though thy flames o'ercome 
me. 



Autor Scales Paradisi, Tom. ix. Arig. Cap. viii. 
Fear not, bride, nor despair ! think not thyself 
contemned if thy Bridegroom withdraw his face awhile : 
all things co-operate for the best : both from his ab- 
sence and his presence, thou gauiest light : he cometh 
to thee, and he goeth from thee : he cometh, to make 
thee consolate ; he goeth to make thee cautious, lest 
thy abundant consolation puff thee up : he cometh, that 
thy languishing soul may be comforted 1 he goeth, lest 
his familiarity should be contemned; and, being ab- 
sent, to be more desired ; and, being desired, to be 
more earnestly sought ; and, being long sought, to be 
more acceptably found. 



Epig. 15. 
My soul, sin's monster, whom with greater ease 
Ten thousand fold thy God could make than please, 
What would'st thou have ? Nor pleas'd with sun, nor 

shade ; 
Heav'n knows not what to make of what he made. 
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